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MILTON. | 


Comus. 

THE star, that bids the shepherd fold, 

Now the top of heaven doth hold ; 

And the gilded car of day 

His glowing axle doth allay 

In the steep Atlantic stream ; 

And the slope Sun his upward beam 

Shoots against the dusky pole, 

Pacing toward the other goal 

Of his chamber in the east. 

Meanwhile welcome joy and feast, 

Midnight shout and revelry, : 

Tipsy dance and jollity. | 

Braid your locks with rosy twine 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Dropping odours, dropping wine. 


And Advice with scrupulous head ; 


| 
Rigour now is gone to bed, | 
Strict Age and sour Severity, | 


With their grave saws in slumber lie. 
We that are of purer fire 


| 
| 
Imitate the starry quire, | 
Who in their nightly watchful spheres ; 


J.ead in swift round the months and years. 


"ASTHP, rroupéot Katpos évavdou, 
Karéyes pécoov paidpos “OdXvpTrov" 
réyyer 8 akova tov wrupiOarmrh 
pelOpass mrpnvécw 'Arravrelos 
Sippos 6 DoiBov ypuceokunndos* 
TONOY HEALOS TpOS apaupov 
Nexplay axriy’ érdvw Badrwv 
els avrimropoy Téppova KoiTas 
Tas nw@as peraBaiver. 
xaip’ ov BaXria, yaip Evdpociva, 
xa@pol re, Boa & & pecovixrios, 
olvorrAdvyntov T Spyne arovoy* 
mréxetT ev podl wWrEypaTe yalrav 
xpiopac iypav, typav Bpouig’ 
vov ye TO Sewvov KaTaxoiparat, 
76 te NovOecias dupa replacodppov’ 
atrapapnvbov' & edder I'jpas, 
xa Swppoovva, Spipeia Ged, 
codiay OpuNovea pataiap. 
nuets 5 royos Tas dyvoTépas 
aoTepoeloy 
Cyroduev yopor, ot travvuy lots 
dypumrva KUKNOIS TrEpiTEANOPEVOV 
éréwy puyddas pijvas ayouat. 


1 Vide Blomf. ad Aésch. Prom. 193. 


MILTON. 


The sounds and seas with all their finny drove 
Now to the moon in wavering morrice move: 
And on the tawny sands and shelves 

Trip the pert faeries and the dapper elves: 

By dimpled brook and fountain brim 

The wood-nymphs, decked with daisies trim, 
Their merry wakes and pastimes keep. 

What hath night to do with sleep? 

Night hath better sweets to prove, 

Venus now wakes, and wakens love: 

Come, let us our rites begin ; 

’Tis only daylight that makes sin, 

Which these dun shades will ne’er report, 

Hail, goddess of nocturnal sport, 

Dark-veiled Cotytto! to whom the secret flame 
Of midnight torches burns; mysterious dame, 
That ne’er art called, but when the dragon womb 
Of Stygian darkness spits her thickest gloom, 
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| 
Aipéves, TopOpLol tT, aiodopurc T 
ix Aves 5n wappapuyaiow 
Stav tiwaor Seddvar 
cata Se Eovous ados aiytadXous 
OKUpTa AGALOV LoppLoNUKeELOD, 
padiwa t Eutrovaa yopever. 
Tapa pedovTwv 
| vaplaTa Kpovvay axpa TE yeLAn, 
| | Apuddes, xoprpay xoopov Exovoat 
Barr. Ba, reprrvois travyve’ aryovoty 
Kaos iNapai' 
yoE 5é pou trrvy Ti ov Koweveis ; 
yok wey apelvw réprpiy trapéyxer: 
Kurrpis éyepOeio’ viov éyeipec 
omevdere 5° hyuly és Spyva Katpos* 
povoy exdpaiver Pas adirnpova: 
tavra Sé xevOpeov 
OKoTOELS OV Tras aTrobeiEEL. 


yaipe peddpremdos ev vurreplvots 

mwalypact Saipov, yaipe, Koturrw* 

cot tip Sddwy mavvvyov aides 

Kpudiov, Séctrow’ apatos, KAnOeia" 

onote Yruyias o Spaxovrwdys 

vepédas YyaoTnp KaTaTrUKVOTaTaY 
értucey dpdvav, 
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And makes one blot of all the air : 

Stay thy cloudy ebon chair, 

Wherein thou ridest with Hecat, and befriend 
Us thy vowed priests, ’till utmost end 

Of all thy dues be done, and none left out; 
Ere the babbling eastern scout, 

The nice morn, on the Indian steep 

From her cabin’d loop-hole peep, 

And to the tell-tale sun descry 

Our conceal’d solemnity. 

Come, knit hands, and beat the ground 


In a light fantastic round. 
MILTON. 


eS a rn a seu en SSeeeanee seaee < 
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aépa xpalvev Knrids pla’ 
Sigpous “Exata col & dua Kowovs 
éBévov trataov Codoevtos, 
cov 8 evopkous tepets nas ! 
Br&ov mpevpeves, és T° av TerETAS | 
WAVTWS Tacas col TEAETwpEV, 
mpiv y é& éSpav Nadov now 
duran év xopudais Ivéev atradav 
"Hpvyevelav, oxoTrialovcay 
THN éx Oupldos puyobev Koidas, 
abupoyratre@ Sei~as PoiBw 
Ta8 amroppytwy dpyia Oerpev. 
dryer obv, pirtas amrete xeEipas, 
Kad Todt Kovud@ 
TONVSALOAAA TWANTTETE yatav. 


L. 1832. 
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ee 


Sweet Echo. 


SweExt Echo, sweetest nymph, that liv’st unseen 

Within thy aery shell, 

By slow Meander’s margent green, 
And in the violet-embroidered vale, 

Where the love-lorn nightingale 
Nightly to thee her sad song mourneth well : 
Canst thou not tell me of a gentle pair 

That likest thy Narcissus are ? 

: O! if thou have 
Hid them in some flowery cave, 
Tell me but where, 
Sweet queen of parley, daughter of the sphere ! 
So may’st thou be translated to the skies, 


And give resounding grace to all heaven’s harmonies. 


MILTON. 
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AXQ, KrADO. por, Aya, oT pon. 
vupdawy wyaveTarTa, 


KpuTrroy aépiov axagpos 

vaiovo’, 7) yNoEpay mraKa 
Mauavépou rdp axvpovos, 
Bacoas 7} Kar’ iodvedets, 

trou O a dSucépws wavyvy’ 
and@y péNos oir pov 

Karas col carabpnvet’ 

Alocopat, ABpav pot, 

Koupa, ppdate ovywpida, 

TOD Vaiel, HAA TE O@ aVTLOT Pp. 
Napxioow Séuas éudepns* 

et 5 Expuwas év dvOeoe 
omndaiou TLVOS, GAAG LoL 

eltrots Trou Tore, hiATaTa 

ged Séorrow’ odpov Ged, 
mpoppaca, ovpavotras. KEis Tro- 
Aoy ObTw peTavacTac , 
’"Orvprroto pera pwv 

evxéXadoy Tdacn 

Soins appovia xapuy. 


L. 1833. 
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She Hacrifice. 


Cxoose the darkest part o’ th’ grove, 
Such as ghosts at noon-day love. 
Dig a trench, and dig it nigh 
Where the bones of Laius lie : 
Altars raised of turf or stone 
Will the infernal Pow’rs have none. 
Answer me, if this be done ? 
’Tis done. 


Is the sacrifice made fit ? 
Draw her backward to the pit: 
Draw the barren heifer back ; 
Barren let her be and black. 
Cut the curled hair that grows 
Full betwixt her horns and brows : 
And turn your faces from the sun. 
Answer me, if this be done ? 

’Tis done. 


Pour in blood and bloodlike wine, 
To mother earth and Proserpine : 
Mingle milk into the stream : 
Feast the ghosts that love the steam. 
Snatch a brand from funeral pile: 
Toss it in to make them boil: 
And turn your faces from the sun. 
Answer me, if this be done? 

’Tis done. 


DRYDEN. 
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"AY ob, oxorewov éLepevyvyoas puyor, 
olov peonpBpwoitcw ev ypovots piret 
eldwr éevoixetv, Aalov reanpact 

jap octivotst cxamre pot Tappov Babos. 
ov yap TL YAwpols OSE Aaivois troTe 
xaipovaot Bwmois of ye véprepor Geol. 

Ney’ €¢ TérpaxtaL TavTAa ; 


IT av xadas exer. 
ap’ nutpémricta: Tavl?’ doa opayns Eye ; 


Thy oreipay ovv drricGev eis TUhpOY ypewy 
pooyov Kabédxey ToT & cd pUNaca’, brews 
oreipay Te Kal péraivay aipaters yepoiv. 
émevta mrexras Sei a” atroOpicas tpixas, 
aorep Kepatwy oppatov T Exe pécas. 
tpéreaOe § dipw was avnp ad’ Arlov. 

rey’ ef wrémrpaxtas Tavra ; 


Tlav xaras exer. 


GAN’ aivar’ eyyely aivaciv Te mpoarhepées 
olvou yavos pépynoo, Tauprtwp de I} 
Sapov 70d tcpov 4 te Tlepoépaco’ exou 
mpoabes 5é tats poatat ovyxpabev yara, 
iY atpiow yatpovres oi KEKUNKOTES 
Oarlay &ywow éx 5é Tou vexpay rupas 
adapracas ov Sanrdv eis tadpov Bane, 
Straws TO cUprray Kap avatéces provi. 
tpérecbe 8 pw mas avnp ag’ nriov. 
rey’ ef Témpaxtar TadTa ; 

Tl av xadas éyxet. 

L. 1837. 
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TENNYSON. 


The Lotog:-eaters. 


‘‘ CouraGeE!”’ he said, and pointed toward the land: 
“This mountain wave will roll us shoreward soon.” 
Tn the afternoon they came unto a land, 

In which it seemed always afternoon. 

All round the coast the languid air did swoon, 
Breathing like one that hath a weary dream. 
Full-faced above the valley stood the moon ; 

And like a downward smoke, the slender stream 
Along the cliff to fall and pause and fall did seem. 


A land of streams! some, like a downward smoke, 
Slow-dropping veils of thinnest lawn, did go: 
And some thro’ wav’ring lights and shadows broke, 
Rolling a slumb’rous sheet of foam below. 
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MEMORIZE 
HENRICI DRURY 
MUSIS AMICI 
QUO FAUTORE 
NUGZ HUJUSMODI NONNULLE 
QUIBUS HORAS 
SEU TRISTES 81IVE VACUAS 

FEFELLERAT 
IN PUBLICUM PRODIERUNT 
NUPER EHEU PEREMPTI 
D. D. 
L 


 Odpaos,” edn Kat yelpas dpeEdpevos trot yatav, 
nuxet ém’ axporrodou Tayéws para Kvpatos HEE. 
éotréptot & jKovaoww,' 67 éorrepos aldws Tis 
haiver’ adverxey & axrnv trépt vnvepos anp, 
dvomrvoov ws BplCovros Svap' peyadwori cednvn 
ort xabirepOe varns' ért 8 odpeos, jure KaTrvos, ” 
ordte Te nat Afryev Kal aoraley aporBadls Bdwp. 


née Alvou trot’ dwros, dvwHev Nerrrétata Wh" 
trav & dire, pappapuvyas peTaperBopévny re 5c’ dyduy, 
 xwdov® trapddfovtra, xaréixrvl oldpar’ aBvocov. 


1 Od. 1x. 336. 2 Brunck. ad Soph. Trach. 678. 
8 Tl. xtv. 16. 
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14 TENNYSON. 


They saw the gleaming river seaward flow 

From th’ inner land: far off, three mountain-tops, 
Three silent pinnacles of aged snow, 

Stood sunset-flush’d: and, dew’d with show’ry drops, 
Up-clomb the shadowy pine above the woven copse. 


| 
| The charmed sunset linger’d low adown 
| In the red West: thro’ mountain clefts the dale 
Was seen far inland, and the yellow down 
Border’d with palm, and many a winding vale 
And meadow, set with slender galingale ; 
A land where all things always seem’d the same! 
And round about the keel with faces pale, 
Dark faces pale against that rosy flame, 
The mild-eyed melancholy Lotos-eaters came. 
| 
| 


Branches they bore of that enchanted stem, 
Laden with flow’r and fruit, whereof they gave 
| To each, but whoso did receive of them, 
| And taste, to him the gushing of the wave 
Far far away did seem to mourn and rave 
On alien shores: and if his fellow spake, 
His voice was thin, as voices from the grave: 


| And deep-asleep he seem’d, yet all awake, 
And music in his ears his beating heart did make. 
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dpynoriy Trotapov, puxyobev Tedayoose péovra, 
Gaipacay’ apxaias 5é vipos Kopupas Tprxapnvous 
dpoha tnrepavei podeos Badev Eorrepos avyij’ 

éy dé qrirus mrextny Spoadeca’ avérenre xa HrnVv. 


MALos, axporarots EavOs eri Téppace yaias, 
mavero Suopevos, aidy pédrovre éorxws”' 
Toppw Tovkvyvaumrra Sia wrvyas Erpetr’ opewas 
@yxea Kal Bocat Kat Netpoves KpoxoSarrrot, 
dowixwy Te mepiotedées padivwy te xuTrelpwr 
pacp aorephées dei: trept 5é creipny xara xipa, 
wypov ideiv, Prsyeov Te peda@yyYpwTeEs Tapa Péyyos, 
nyepeGovt , ayavoios xarndées ofOarpoicr, 
Awtodayot. 


tol 5n Krwvas dépov avOepoévras, 
Kaptopopoy yavos appnrov, nal S@xav éExdore’ 
ot & émrdcarvr, apétpntoy itreip Ga Kupatoayh 
afewov trapa Oiva piwupopevoy Baryeve 
oid eoxer BouBinev apain § txero pwv7* 
bbeyyopévar, Os Tis vexvwv apevnvos ad’ Aidou’ 
drrvos Exe aiitrvous, xpadins Te Tadippobos opun 
NOU TL MEATTOLEVED LVOGAAETO. 


1 Od. 1x. 607. 2 Theocr. x11. 59. 





16 TENNYSON. 


They sat them down upon the yellow sand, 
Between the sun and moon upon the shore ; 
And sweet it was to dream of Fatherland, 

Of child, and wife, and slave; but evermore 
Most weary seem’d the sea, weary the oar, 
Weary the wand’ring fields of barren foam. 
Then some one said, ‘‘ We will return no more :” 
And all at once they sang, “‘ Our island home 


| 


Is far beyond the wave: we will no longer roam.’ 


CHORIC SONG. 


There is sweet music here that softer falls 

Than petals from blown roses on the grass, 

Or night-dews on still waters between walls 

Of shadowy granite, in a gleaming pass: 

Music that gentlier on the spirit lies 

Than tired eyelids upon tired eyes : 

Music that brings sweet sleep down from the blissful skies. 
Here are cool mosses deep, 

And thro’ the moss the ivies creep, 

And in the stream the long-leav’d flowers weep, 

And from the craggy ledge the poppy hangs in sleep. 
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TRANSLATION. 


of &° éxaOnvro, 
peconyvs PoiBou re paous dias re SerHvys, 
EovOod ér aiytanov’ Trépt T aopevor éuvnocavto 
matploa Kat Suaas, pira téxva, diras te yuvaixas’ 
copa dé Svadhopeor, xal vavoroX(nv dreyewnp, 
Kal mréedaryn' apoio TokuTNavT atpuyéroto. 
mde Sé Tus elrecxev, “Adis TeTAavjuel’, Eraipor” 
autix’ dpa Evprrayres, “Adi Bpoyov 7uérepov 60 
ev para paxpov atrectwv, éExas evi olvorre trovT@ 
ade pévey by’ dpvrtov’ dds temavijyel’, éraipo.” 
2Gdvov péros evOdd’, 7 Tus OTP. 
puma Teradov, podwy év axa, 
qoav HKa Badovtos’ 7 
vuKTiAapTes UTOoKLOY 
paivovea axas npepatoy 
KpuTT evoomvyor vay" 
OU TOTCOY KaLAaT@ hiAvVTrVOUS 
yAnvas xatéBer ev 
Kovgov ei Breddpwv Bapos éwrecov" 
aknocov ab edpar 
emrwoais peteTrejelral’ darvov. 
mavrn & evl taxetac® peéBpas 
vapov TaviduAXov Epvos* 
Babvotpwrov anv Siépre . avtiotp. 
uypav ottBaS audi xiooos eddet 
TpoSrijtwv omtdddwy ato 
paKxwv ciya Kabnupévos.* 


1 Od. v. 335. 
2 Soph. Gd. Col. 668—719 (Dindorf. Poete Scenici Greci.) 
3 Od. vitt. 522. 4 Soph. Antig. 1222. 
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Why are we weigh'd upon with heaviness, 
And utterly consum'd with sharp distress, 
While all things else have rest from weariness ? 
All things have rest: why should we toil alone, 
We only toil, who are the first of things, 

And make perpetual moan, 

Still from one sorrow to another thrown : 

Nor ever fold our wings, 

And cease from wanderings : 

Nor steep our brows in slumber’s holy balm; 
Nor hearken what the inner spirit sings, 

‘“‘ There is no joy but calm !”’ 


Why should we only toil, the roof and crown of things ? 


Lo! in the middle of the wood 
The folded leaf is woo’d from out the bud 
With winds upon the branch, and there 
Grows green and broad, and takes no care, 
Sun-steep’d at noon, and in the moon 
Nightly dew-fed: and turning yellow 


Falls, and floats adown the air. 


‘ 
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TRANSLATION. 


al, ai, QupoBopots trovodmev 
taraidppoves aitws 
GVAKECTOTATALS AViALS 
nuts’ wapa 8 adXows 
Sia Avypas avatravats ios, 
vepy 4 
ba éaTLy’ 7 Lovoloty 
4 4 > A 
ELMAPTAL KALATWY ADPUKTWY 
L4 > , fe) > 
orevety adiacta, Oeay pet Epryots 


WpwTeia paray Aayovety ; 
Nuiy Tors UrepdArots, yOovlwy Tots wey apiorors, OTP. 


Spwis &s wrepvywov axdparos Tis TrOAUTTAGYKTOLO LW EpEeTHois,| 
dirvoto KnrnOwos auSpororo 
ap’ ovmor éuBaes xapa ; 
qovwy ayevaTo; Aéoyyev GABov, 
évavrov Tod Ehupvet 'y dpect daipwv. 


ded dras ev oudaroiow aB8poroic, 
Lf , e \ > # , @ a 
Brdotav piddov brrexdvy, avéwou cavopevoy xivaliopact, 
YAwpov evpudves Bpver, 
axtives 0 apéptpvov 
évd.ov, vuyia 5 abre cedava Tpépev Eps’ Gyr. 


tédos 8 GAACypoon pet, Kata 5 odpoy petéwpoy Siadevyer. 


1 Asch. Agam. 52. 
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TENNYSON. 


Lo! sweeten’d with the summer light, 

The full-juic’d apple, waxing over-mellow, 
Drops in a silent autumn night. 

All its allotted length of days, 

The flower ripens in its place, 

Ripens and fades, and falls, and hath no toil, 
Fast-rooted in the fruitful soil. 


Hateful is the dark-blue sky 
Vaulted o’er the dark-blue sea. 
Death is the end of life: ah, why 
Should life all labour be? 
Let us alone. Time driveth onward fast, 
And in a little while our lips are dumb. 
Let us alone. What is it that will last? 
All things are taken from us, and become 
Portions and parcels of the dreadful Past. 
Let us alone. What pleasure can we have 
To war with evil? Is there any peace 
In ever climbing up the climbing wave ? 
All things have rest, and ripen tow’rd the grave 
In silence; ripen, fall and cease. 


Give us long rest or death, dark death, or dreamful ease ! 


—, 


; 
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Gépous ev avyais térov Tebndaos, 
@paiov eTEecev EvYU YON 
axpas oTwpas apwva pador. 

twas porpidvov Téppa ter«clas 

avOéwv yévn Katavuo’ ddvorpor, 

axpuilovr’ amoves, ppovda 8 érert’ @yet Emacautépa pora, 

evkapTroiat SUTEKAUTMS 
éppfwpér’ apovpais. 


' eTvyvor moXou KudvEor TTP 
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1 Soph. Antig. 781—800. 
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How sweet it were, hearing the downward stream, 
With half-shut eyes ever to seem 
Falling asleep in a half-dream ! 
To dream and dream, like yonder amber light, 
Which will not leave the myrrh-bush on the height; 
To hear each other's whisper’d speech ; 
Eating the Lotos, day by day, 
To watch the crisping ripples on the beach, 
And tender curving lines of creamy spray: 
To lend our hearts and spirits wholly 
To the influence of mild-minded melancholy ; 
To muse and brood and live again in memory, 
With those old faces of our infancy 
Heap’d over with a mound of grass, 


Two handfuls of white dust, shut in an urn of brass! 


Dear is the mem’ry of our wedded lives, 
And dear the last embraces of our wives 
And their warm tears; but all hath suffer’d change : 
For surely now our household hearths are cold : 


Our sons inherit us: our looks are strange : 


| 
| 
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| 


| 


EE A SE ee 


Ce —_— —_— = oe Se ee 


TRANSLATION. 


|} Teprrvoey para, Trayav 
Tap KduvOévTa KaTappooty, 
act Brehapots imrvades 7yt- 
KXEloToLs WS Goov ov Kabevder” 
‘ om > oF A 
NNEKTPOPAl KaT avyav 
inpoo ‘ml puppivou 
Barou povipov’ xa apé- 
pay Wibupov avrupwveir, 
lf 3 3 Aa 
KULaTL avylaX@ 
xupTwobevO’ dirara oKotreiy, yadaxTw- 


OTp. 


8n T adpov trodvicucdoy’ avTioTp. 


aé, déorrow’ aydvodpov, aiveiy, 
tav Awrodayos pirav, Karndgei- 
a’ Buccodpovt trove Oup@ 
elowAra radar GOavovTwv, 
olaw Bpédn cvvn- 
fev, vov orrodov e€tTnNov 
yarxéraTov ayyos évdSov 
Yopact TunBoyoos 
eipyet, havtaclais Tadwy Tmpocavoday. 


? adv Te xouplov evOupetaBas vpevarov’ 
iras yepwv wrepirTvyxal, 
cal Saxpiwv pvdpa’? ta dé mravtraxod nANOWTaL 
nuay yap épéotiov ovdas 
KNapovopov KaTéxet yévos, i) Eévwv 


' Kur. Hecub. 444—465. 2 Soph. Gd. Tyr. 151—10. 
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~ And we should come like ghosts to trouble joy : 
Or else the island-princes over-bold 
Have cat our substance, and the minstrel sings 
Before them of the ten-years’ war in Troy, 
And our great deeds, as half forgotten things. 
Is there confusion in the little isle? 
Let what is broken so remain. 
The Gods are hard to reconcile : 
’Tis hard to settle order once again. 
There ts confusion worse than death, 
Trouble on trouble, pain on pain, 
Long labour unto aged breath, 
Sore task to hearts worn out with many wars, 
And eyes grown dim with gazing on the pilot-stars. 


But, propt on beds of amaranth and moly, 
How sweet, while warm airs lull us, breathing lowly, 
With half-dropt eyelids still, | 
Beneath a heaven dark and holy, 
To watch the long bright river drawing slowly 
His waters from the purple hill— 
To hear the dewy echoes calling 


From cave to cave thro’ the thick-twined vine— 





TRANSLATION. 25 


——- +e ee es 


is Uirepnvopla’ trapa 8 quvacroy Trohéyou NOyov 
”# > 9 , ar b Xx > an 
Epya T aptotnwy, Oetos Tis aordos Ehupvet’ 
npets Avypov ely, > Tus TraXlvopaos ad’ Aidov. avr. 
Ta & éppétw SucéEoda, 
Beol par’ dpeiduxtor, vaow 8 Ev Koo pos axoo pos" 


M 


éoriy Oavarov Tt xépecor, 

aNyos én’ Gdyeot yijpas én’ Exyxaror, 
4} Oup@ xaxdv &yOos adnv trordéuors Kexopnpéve, 
Oppaci 7 auPrvvOciot wpos Aorporow didovavrass.' 


2..a > 99 
B@AV KAT, ELT apapar- OTP. 
tivav ortBaS’ evotpwrov, 
trvecaovat Brehapois, 
Nerrra Zepvpwy wveovrav, 
e Lf 9 > A , 
Uiro T’ oupavov Kvepas 
apBpooiov, Sorryas 
ToTapias opav 
€ 4 9 \ a 
hKa peovoas até troppupwdav 
Bovvey iréx mpoyods’ ta 5 ‘Axovs 
KeXevopal’ ixypas érddAnra | 
oTrécotw ev AYTLTUTFOLS GVTLOTP. 
bray Sia xadrlBorpur, 


1 Scott-Liddell Lez. in voc. 2 Eur. Hippol. 121—140. 
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TENNYSON. 
To hear the em’rald-colour’d water falling : 

Thro’ many a wov’n acanthus-wreath divine ! 
Only to hear and see the far-off sparkling brine, 


Only to hear were sweet, stretch’d out beneath the pine. | 


| 
The Lotos blooms below the flow’ry peak : | 
The Lotos blows by every winding creek : 
All day the wind breathes low with mellower tone : 
Thro’ ev’ry hollow cave and alley lone 
Round and round the spicy downs the Yellow Lotos-dust is blown. 


We have had enough of action, and of motion we, 


Roll’d to starboard, roll’d to larboard, when the surge was seething free, 


Let us swear an oath, and keep it with an equal mind, 
In the hollow Lotos-land to live and lie reclin’d 


| 
| 
| 
| 
Where the wallowing monster spouted his foam-fountains in the sea. \ 
On the hills like Gods together, careleas of mankind : | 
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For they lie beside their nectar, and the bolts are hurl’d 

Far below them in the valleys, and the clouds are lightly curl’d 

Round their golden houses, girdled with the gleaming world: 

Where they smile in secret, looking over wasted lands, 

Blight and famine, plague and earthquake, roaring deeps and fiery sands, 
Clanging fights, and flaming towns, and sinking ships, and praying hands. 


But they smile, they find a music centred in a doleful song, 


Steaming up, a lamentation and an ancient tale of wrong, 
Like a tale of little meaning though the words are strong ; 
Chanted from an ill-us’d race of men that cleave the soil, 
Sow the seed, and reap the harvest with enduring toil, 


Storing yearly little dues of wheat, and wine, and oil: 
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Till they perish, and they suffer—some, ’tis whisper’d— down in hell 
Suffer endless anguish, others in Elysian valleys dwell, 
Resting weary limbs at length on beds of asphodel. 
Surely, surely, slumber is more sweet than toil, the shore 
| Than labour in mid-ocean, wind and wave, and oar; 


| Oh rest ve, brother-mariners, we will not wander more. 


. 
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1 Alach. Prom. 94. 
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Hrom FBilton’s Comus. 


I had not thought to have unlock’d my lips 

Tn this unhallow’d air, but that this juggler 
Would think to charm my judgment, as mine eyes, 
Obtruding false rules prank’d in reason’s garb. 

I hate when Vice can bolt her arguments, 

And Virtue has no tongue to check her pride.— 
[Impostor ! do not charge most innocent Nature. 
As if she would her children should be riotous 
With her abundance ; she, good cateress, 

Means her provision only to the good, 

That live according to her sober laws, 

And holy dictate of spare Temperance : 

If every just man, that now pines with want, 
Had but a moderate and beseeming share 

Of that which lewdly pamper’d Luxury 

Now heaps upon some few with vast excess, 
Nature’s full blessings would be well dispensed 
In unsuperfluous even proportion, 

And she no wit encumber’d with her store; 

And then the Giver would be better thank’d, 
His praise due paid: for swinish Gluttony 

Ne’er looks to Heaven amidst his gorgeous feast, 
But with besotted base ingratitude 

Crams, and blasphemes his Feeder. Shall I go on? 


Or 
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MILTON. | 


Or have I said enough? To him that dares 
Arm his profane tongue with contemptuous words 


Against the sun-clad Power of Chastity, 

Fain would I something say, yet to what end ? 

Thou hast nor ear nor soul to apprehend 

The sublime notion and high mystery, 
Thus must be utter’d to unfold the sage 

And serious doctrine of Virginity ; 

And thou art worthy that thou shouldst not know 
More happiness than this thy present lot. 

Enjoy your dear wit and gay rhetoric, 

That hath so well been taught her dazzling fence ; 
Thou art not fit to hear thyself convinced : 

Yet, should I try, the uncontrolled worth 

Of this pure cause would kindle my rapt spirits 

To such a flame of sacred vehemence, 

That dumb things would be moved to sympathize, 

And the brute Earth would lend her nerves, and shake, 
Till all thy magic structures, rear’d so high, 

Were shatter’d into heaps o’er thy false head. 
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Katappayévra Kai Suecnedacpéva. L. 1862. 
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GRAY. 


Ode to Adbersity. 


DavautTer of Jove, relentless power, 

Thou tamer of the human breast, 

Whose iron scourge and torturing hour, 

The bad affright, afflict the best ! 

Bound in thy adamantine chain, 

The proud are taught to taste of pain, 

And purple tyrants vainly groan 

With pangs unfelt before, unpitied and alone. 


When first thy Sire to send on earth 

Virtue, his darling child, design’d, 

To thee he gave the heav’nly birth, 

And bade to form her infant mind. 

Stern rugged Nurse! thy rigid lore 

With patience many a year she bore; 

What sorrow was, thou bad’st her know, 

And from her own she learn’d to melt at others’ woe. 


Gray. 
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Quz sevo domitos imperio regis 
Mortales, superi nata Jovis Dea, 
Dira non sine pena et 
Flagris improba ferreis 


Pertentans homines ; unde adamantinis 
Sub vinclis trepidum comprimitur Nefas, 
Angunturque malorum 
Seris pectora luctibus, 


Nec puri sceleris non animi dolent ; 
Te reges dominam purpurei novam, 
Per deserta domorum, 
Te vano gemitu tremunt. 


Cum lectam generi mittere filiam 
Humano voluit cceelicolum Pater 
Virtutem, tibi diam 
Commisit sobolem Deus, 


Ut prudens tenere pectora fingeres : 
Ah! quanta rigidam te patientia, 
Nutrix aspera, longis 
Virtus temporibus tulit ! 


Sensit, qua miseris fracta doloribus 
Mens cura gemeret: sensit, et haud suo, 
Te perdocta magistra, 
Luctu tangitur invicem. 


L. 1837. 
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GOLDSMITH. 


The Deserted Village. 


How often have I paused on every charm, 
The sheltered cot and cultivated farm, 
The never-failing brook and busy mill, 


‘The decent church that topt the neighbouring hill, 


The hawthorn bush, with seats beneath the shade, 

For talking age and whispering lovers made ! 

How often have I blest the coming day, 

When toil remitting lent its turn to play, 

And all the village train, from labour free, 

Led up their sports beneath the spreading tree ; 

While many a pastime circled in the shade, 

The young contending, as the old surveyed ; 

And many a gambol frolicked o’er the ground, 

And sleights of art and feats of strength went round ; 

And still as each repeated pleasure tired, ; 

Succeeding sports the mirthful band inspired : 

The dancing pair that simply sought renown 

By holding out to tire each other down; 

The swain mistrustless of his smutted face, 

While secret laughter tittered round the place ; 

The bashful virgin’s sidelong looks of love, 

The matron’s glance that would these looks reprove— 

These were thy charms, sweet Village ; sports like these 

With sweet succession taught even toil to please ; 

These round thy bowers their cheerful influence shed : 

These were thy charms—but all these charms are fled. 
GOLDSMITH. 
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Ax ! quoties illo cessabam lentus in agro, 
Miratus placidas culta per arva casas, 

Et loca qua pistrina sequacibus adstrepit undis, 
Mundaque vicinis addita templa jugis, 

Et frutices lsetos, aptasque sedentibus umbras, 
Seu senium musset, sive susurret amor. 

Ah! quoties grato venerabar pectore lucem, 
Cum misso exciperent pensa labore joci, 

Multaque ruricole properarent agmina turbe 
Ducere sub patula fronde soluta choros. 

Tum fuit umbrosa quantum certamen arena ! 
Colludunt juvenes, aspiciuntque senes ; 

Innumerosque cient vexato in gramine gyros, 
Membrorum vegeta vi, celerique manu. 

Displiceat toties eadem repetita voluptas ? ) 
Inveniet ludos leta caterva novos. | 

Certatim innocuam qui produxere choream, 
Saltando ut facilis gloria parta foret ; 

Rusticus inspersa foedus fuligine vultum, 
Qui movet occultos, nescius ipse, jocos ; 

Virginis indictam prodentia lumina flammam, 
Queeque oculo mater vix prohibere velit— 

Hos comites inter, sedes dilecta, laboris ! 
Dulcibus immisti lene placebat onus ; ! 

Heec tibi tranquillam spirabant undique pacem ; 
Heec tibi—sed notos deseruere locos ! | 

| 
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®enone. 


THERE is a vale in Ida, lovelier 

Than all the valleys of Ionian hills. 

The swimming vapour slopes athwart the glen, 
Puts forth an arm, and creeps from pine to pine, 
And loiters, slowly drawn. On either hand 
The lawns and meadow-ledges midway down 
Hang rich in flowers, and far below them roars 
The long brook falling thro’ the clov’n ravine 
In cataract after cataract to the sea. 

Behind the valley, topmost Gargarus 

Stands up and takes the morning ; but in front 
The gorges, opening wide apart, reveal 

Troas and Ilion’s column’d citadel, 

The crown of Troas. 
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UT POTUIT 
EXIMIUM HOC CARMEN 
IN AMCENIS 
APUD PALCONHURST OTIIS 
LATINE REDDIDIT 
ET 
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Est Ida in media vallis, quot Ionia valles 

Alma fovet, forma superans. Ibi saltibus herent 
Et lenti fluitant inter pineta vapores. 

At gravidos multis decorant pendentia prata 
Floribus hinc illinc montes: rivusque reductas 
Desilit in rupes, reboatque anfractibus imis, 
Oceani longinqua petens. Hic Gargarus ingens 
Praeripit Auroram : sed ab illa parte, revulsis 


Faucibus, apparet celsis speciosa columnis 


Troas, et Iliace, decus ille Troadis, arces. 
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Hither came at noon 
Mournful CEnone, wandering forlorn 
Of Paris, once her playmate on the hills. 
Her cheek had lost the rose, and round her neck 
Floated her hair, or seem’d to float, in rest. 
She, leaning on a fragment twined with vine, 
Sang to the stillness, till the mountain shade 
Sloped downward to her seat from the upper cliff. 


‘‘O mother Ida, many-fountain’d Ida, 
Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die! 
For now the noonday quiet holds the hill: 
The grasshopper is silent in the grass : 
The lizard, with her shadow on the stone, 
Rests like a shadow; and the cicala sleeps. 
The purple flowers droop: the golden bee 
Is lily-cradled: I alone awake. 
My eyes are full of tears, my heart of love ; 
My heart is breaking, and my eyes are dim, 
And I am all a-weary of my life. 


‘*O mother Ida, many-fountain’d Ida, 
Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die! 


Hear me, O earth! hear me O hills! O caves 
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Huc adiit, rapido medii sub sole diei, 
Solivaga CEnone, Paridem fletura sodalem. 
At tenera in cervice come jacuere solute : 
Nec rosee fulsere gene. Sub rupe reclinis 
Vitibus intexta, longo tranquilla locorum 
Carmine mulcebat, donec demissa sedentem 


Velavit summis paulatim & montibus umbra. 


‘¢ Me miseram exaudi scatebroso 4 culmine, mater ! 
Ida meam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 
Jam colles siluere ; silent per prata locuste : 

Glauca lacerta jacens, in saxum projicit umbram, 
Ipsa umbram referens. Inter cunabula florum 
Aurea dormit apis : dormit tranquilla cicada : 
Languent purpurei flores. Ego sola soporis 
Inscia: me flentes oculi, me cordis amores, 


Me luctus, dureeque tenent mala tedia vite. 


‘‘ Me miseram exaudi scatebroso 4 culmine, mater ! 
Ida meam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 


Proh juga, proh tellus, gelidisque audite cavern 
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That house the cold crown’d snake! O mountain brooks, 
I am the daughter of a river-god ; 

Hear me, for I will speak, and build up all 

My sorrow with my song, as yonder walls 

Rose slowly to a music slowly breathed, 

A cloud that gather’d shape: for it may be 

That while I speak of it, a little while 


My heart may wander from its deeper woe. 


‘¢Q mother Ida, many-fountain’d Ida, 
Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die! 
I waited underneath the dawning hills, 
Aloft the mountain lawn was dewy-dark, 
And dewy-dark aloft the mountain pine: 
Beautiful Paris, evil-hearted Paris, 
Leading a jet-black goat, white-horn’d, white-hoof’d, 


Came up from reedy Simois all alone. 


‘OQ mother Ida, hearken ere I die! , 
Far off the torrent called me from the cleft: 
Far up the solitary morning smote 
The streaks of virgin snow. With down-dropt eyes 


TRANSLATION. 


Anguibus implicite, celeresque é montibus amnes ! 
Me Numen genuit fluviale. Ego, qualia lentum 
Lente illa ad cantum, (nubi velut indita forma, ) 
Meenia surrexisse ferunt, ita carmine luctum 
Informare velim, soliti si forte doloris 


Infixum liceat tantillum fallere vulnus. 


‘© Me miseram exaudi scatebroso 4 culmine, mater ! 
Ida meam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 
Suspiciens montes incerta luce rubentes, 

Et gelido pinus suffusas rore, sedebam : 

Cum Paris, heu ! nimium pulchri sub tegmine vultus 
Turpia corda fovens, albis et cornibus hircum 
Insignem pedibusque adducens, cetera nigrum, 


Solus arundinea venit Simoentis ab unda. 


‘¢ Ida meam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 
At me precipites procul e convallibus unde 
Vise compellare: procul, super invia montis, 
Incedens tacito signabat culmina gressu, 
Et puras Aurora nives. Ego sola sedebam 
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T sat alone: white-breasted, like a star 

Fronting the dawn, he moved: a leopard-skin 
Droop’d from his shoulder, but his sunny hair 
Cluster’d about his temples like a god's ; 

And his cheek brighten’d, as the foambow brightens 
When the wind blows the foam, and all my heart 


Went forth to embrace bim coming ere he came. 


‘¢ Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die! 
He smiled, and opening out his milk-white palm 
Disclosed a fruit of pure Hesperian gold, 
That smelt ambrosially, and while I look’d 
And listen’d, the full-flowing river of speech 
Came down upon my heart. ‘My own CEnone, 
Beautiful-brow’d CEnone, my own soul, 
Behold this fruit, whose gleaming rind, ingrav'n 
‘‘ For the most fair,’’ would seem to award it thine, 
As lovelier than whatever Oread haunt 
The knolls of Ida, loveliest in all grace 
Of movement, and the charm of married brows.’ 
‘¢ Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die ! 
He press’d the blossom of his lips to mine, 
And added, ‘ This was cast upon the board, 
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Triste tuens: illum mox albo pectore, ut atras 
Stella fugat penetrans adversa fronte tenebras, 
Vidi affulgentem. Lateris gestamina pulchri 
Exuvie pardi pendebant, diaque flavis 
Fluctibus undantes velabant tempora crines, 
Splendebantque gene, qualis, cum ventus aquosam 
Fert agitans spumam, nitet arcus in etheris auras. 
Illum amplexa oculis, totoque e corde vocavi. 
‘‘Tda meam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 
Continuo flavum, quod lactea dextra tenebat, 
Ostendit malum, Hesperioque insignius auro, 
Purique ambrosios exspirans roris odores, 
Risitque alludens. Arrecta mente manebam : 
Protinus é suavi manantia verba labello 
Cor pepulere meum: ‘ Speciosam candida frontem, 
(Enone, mea vita, hujusne in cortice pomi 
Inscriptum, “‘ Capiat que sit pulcherrima,” cernis ? 
O que nec faciles motus, neque frontis amcenam 
Juncturam, Phrygie decedis Oreasin Ide, 
Nonne tibi ieritam liceat captare coronam ?’ 
‘‘Tda meam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 
Labris labra meis, roseum referentia florem, 


Admovit, dixitque: ‘ Vides, quod fertur amaras, 
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When all the full-faced presence of the gods 
Ranged in the halls of Peleus: whereupon 
Rose feud, with question unto whom ’twere due : 
But lightfoot Iris brought it yester-eve, 
Delivering that to me, by common voice 
Elected umpire, Here comes to-day, 
Pallas and Aphrodite, claiming each 
This meed of fairest. Thou, within the cave 
Behind yon whispering tuft of oldest pine, 
May’st well behold them unbeheld, unheard 
Hear all, and see thy Paris judge of gods.’ 

‘‘ Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die! 
It was the deep midnoon: one silvery cloud 
Had lost his way between the piney sides 
Of this lone glen. Then to the bower they came ; 
Naked they came to that smooth-swarded bower, 
And at their feet the crocus brake like fire, 
Violet, amaracus, and asphodel, 
Lotos, and lilies: and a wind arose, 
And overhead the wandering ivy and vine, 
This way and that, in many a wild festoon 
Ran riot, garlanding the gnarled boughs 
With bunch and berry and flower thro’ and thro’. 








TRANSLATION. 


Dis amplo aspectu Pelei celebrantibus aulam, 
Appositum rixas genuisse. Hoc nuntia malum 
Detulit en! Iris celeri velocior aura, 

Et mihi permissum communi foedere palme 
Tradidit arbitrium. Quin mox cum Pallade Juno 
Concurrens aderit magna ad certamina forme, 

Et Cytherea Venus. ‘Tu, qua longeva susurrant 
Pineta, antrorum videas celata latebris 


Me Paridem tantas Superum componere lites.’ 


‘Ida meam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 
Arduus in medio flagrabat Phebus Olympo: 
Unaque, protenti latera inter pinea saltus, 

Errabat nubes. Herbosum adeuntibus antrum, 
Fulgida, sub pedibus nudarum, copia florum, 
Lilia cum violis et amaracus asphodelusque 
Ludere, cum loto, vitesque hedereeque vagantes 
Desuper innumeras vento intertexere vittas, 
Mistaque baccarum in vario cum flore racemo 


Infula nodosis frondes involvcre ramis. 
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‘¢O mother Ida, hearken ere I die ! 
On the tree-tops a crested peacock lit, - 
And o’er him flow’d a golden cloud, and lean’d 
Upon him, slowly dropping fragrant dew. 
Then first I heard the voice of her to whom, 
Coming thro’ heaven, like a light that grows 
Larger and clearer, with one mind the gods 
Rise up for reverence. She to Paris made 
Proffer of royal power, ample rule 
Unquestion’d, overflowing revenue 
Wherewith to embellish state, ‘From many a vale 
And river-sunder’d champaign clothed with corn, 
Or labour'd mines undrainable of ore. 
Honour,’ she said, ‘and homage, tax and toll, 
From many an inland town and haven large, 
Mast-throng’d beneath her shadowing citadel, 
In glassy bays among her tallest towers.’ 

‘“¢O mother Ida, hearken ere I die! 
Still she spake on, and still she spake of power, 
‘Which in all action is the end of all; 


Power fitted to the season; wisdom-bred 
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And throned of wisdom ; from all neighbour crowns 


Alliance and allegiance, till thy hand 
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“‘ Ida, meam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 
Tum super arboribus summis delapsa morari 
Visa, et odoriferum sensim diffundere rorem 
Aurea cristati nubes pavonis in alas. 

Protinus audiri, cui per ccelestia regna 

Grassanti, ut lumen majores crescit in orbes, 
Unanimi assurgunt Supcri. ‘ Tibi regis honores, 
Intacte ditionis opes, quascunque vel arva 
Fluminis ad ripas interlabentis amcenas 

Fertilia effundant, vel terra effossa metallis 
Reddat inexhaustis, mea sunt donanda: vel urbes 
Larga e congestis que vectigalia gazis 
Contulerint, pelagique procul cogenda par undas 
Qua vitreo in portus glomeratos sequore malos 


Despiciunt veteres summis a turribus arces.’ 


‘‘Tda meam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 
‘A me,’ continuo, ‘ tibi derivata vigebit 
Illa homini finis rerum, opportuna Potestas, 
Cui nutrix propriam dederit Sapicentia sedem : 
Unde et finitimi, donec moritura resignet 


Sceptra manus, reges sociata et subdita jungant 
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Fail from the sceptre-staff. Such boon from me, 
From me, heav’n’s queen, Paris, to thee king-born, 
A shepherd all thy life, but yet king-born, 

Should come most welcome, seeing men in power 
Only are likest gods, who have attain’d 

Rest in a happy place and quiet seats 

Above the thunder, with undying bliss 


In knowledge of their own supremacy.’ 


‘¢ Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die! 
She ceased: and Paris held the costly fruit 
Out at arm’s length, so much the thought of power 
Flatter’d his spirit; but Pallas,—where she stood 
Somewhat apart, her clear and bared limbs 
O’erthwarted with the brazen-headed spear, 
Upon her pearly shoulder leaning cold, 
The while, above, her full and earnest eye 
Over her snow-cold breast and angry cheek 
Kept watch, waiting decision, made reply : 
‘ Self-reverence, self-knowledge, self-control, 
These three alone lead life to sovereign power. 
Yet not for power (power of herself 
Would come uncall’d for), but to live by law, 
Acting the law we live by without fear ; 


TRANSLATION. 
Jura tuis. Tibi, pastor adhuc, sed regia proles, 
Hee, regina Deum, que sint gratissima, servo : 
Non aliter Dis equando, trans fulminis ortum 


Eternam nactis propria inter regna quietem.’ 


‘‘ Ida meam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 


Desiit: et Paridem, promisso munere letum, 

Vidi ego tendentum cum optato brachia pomo: 

Sed Pallas, nudos semota ubi constitit artus 
Effulgens, humerosque hasta trajecta nitentes, 

Dum super in niveosque sinus iramque genarum 
Excubias agerent immoto lumina vultu, 

‘Te colito: te nosce ipsum :’—(sie casta Dearum)— 
‘Te regito: hac itur summi ad fastigia regni. 

Nec tamen hunc libeat sectando querere finem : 
Sponte aderit. Sapiens unus, cui ponere rectam 


Vivendi steterit normam, qui ducere norit 


‘“‘ Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die! 
Again she said: ‘ I woo thee not with gifts. 
Sequel of guerdon could not alter me 


To fairer. Judge thou me by what I am, 


_ So shalt thou find me fairest. 
Yet, indeed, 

If, gazing on divinity disrohed, 

Thy mortal eyes are frail to judge of fuir, 

Unbiass'd with self-profit, oh ! rest thee sure 

That T shall love thee well and cleave to thee, 


| 
And, because right is right, to follow right, 
Were wisdom in the scorn of consequence.’ 
So that my vigour, wedded to thy blood, 
Shall strike within thy pulses like a god’s, 
To push thee forward thro’ a life of shocks, 
Dangers, and decds, until endurance grow 
Sinew’d with action, and the fullgrown will, 
Circled thro’ all experiences, pure law, 
Commeasure perfect freedom.’ 

‘‘ Here she ceased ; 

And Paris pondered, and I cried, ‘O Paris, 
Give it to Pallas!’ but he heard me not, 


Or hearing would not hear me, woe is me ! 
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TRANSLATION. 


Venturi impavidum securus temporis gevum.’ 


‘“‘Tda meam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 
Deinde: ‘ Nec illecebris frustra deflectere litem 
Constitui. Mea non adjecto munere forma 
Clarior eniteat. Quod sum pulcherrima, per me 
Ipsa probo. 

Sed et oh! si contemplata Dearum 

Nudatam speciem, vincat mortalia iniquum 
Lumina judicium—si fas est fallere lucro— 

Me tibi polliceor. Vegetos tibi detur amores 
Abdita per cordis rapere, interiusque medullis 
Illapsam sentire Deam. Sic crescet agendo, 
Quicquid eris, dure per spreta pericula vite, 

Vis assueta pati, et tandem matura voluntas 


Liberaque et sibimet lex impolluta vigebit.’ 


‘¢ Dixit: et harentem dubio certamine mentem 
Urgebam Paridi: ‘ Pallas tibi preemia, Pallas 
Occupet!’ Ah misere vanos confessa dolores ! 


Noluit, an nequiit, supremam audire querelam ? 
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“O mother Ida, many-fountain’d Ida, 
Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die! 
Idalian Aphrodite beautiful, 
Fresh as the foam, new-bath’d in Paphian wells, 
With rosy slender fingers backward drew | 
From her warm brows and bosom her deep hair 
Ambrosial, golden round her lucid throat 
And shoulder: from the violets her light foot 
Shone rosy-white, and o’er her rounded form, 
Between the shadows of the vine-bunches, 
Floated the glowing sunlight, as she moved. 

| ‘Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die ! 

: She, with a subtle smile in her mild eye, 

The herald of her triumph drawing nigh, 
Half-whisper’d in his ear, ‘ I promise thee 
The fairest and most loving wife in Greece.’ 
She spoke and laugh'd: I shut my sight for fear: 
But when I look’d, Paris had raised his arm, 
And I beheld great Here’s angry eyes, 
As she withdrew into the golden cloud, 
And I was left alone within the bower: 
And from that time to this I am alone, 

And I shall be alone until I die. 

| 
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‘¢ Me miseram exaudi scatebroso a culmine, mater! 
Ida meam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 
Ambrosia collum atque humeros aurata decoros 
Ceesarie, roseo gracilis quam dextra retorsit 
Innexam digito, pectus frontemque revelans, 

Prodiit Idalia e Paphise modo fontibus unde 
Exoriens, spume similis Cytherea parenti : 
Ad motum, tenues mistisque ruboribus albi 
E violis micuere pedes, teretesque per artus 
Vitibus incertas super intexentibus umbras, 


Pheebei rutilam radii diffundere lucem. 


‘“‘Tda meam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 
Mox Dea, fatidico in caput inclinata susurro, 
Jam victrix, placidoque arridens subdola vultu, 
‘Sponsam polliceor: qua sit nec amantior ulla, 
Nec formam in Danais eque spectanda puellis.’ 
Nec plura, et risit. Mihi defecere paventi 
Lumina. Suspiciens, Paridis cedentia vidi 
Brachia, Junonemque aspectu torva minantem, 


Aurea ut involvit nubes. Ego sola manebam: 


Sola gemo: solam mors exoptata levabit. 
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‘¢ Yet, mother Ida, hearken ere I die! 
Fairest—why fairest wife? Am I not fair? 
My love hath told me so a thousand times. 
Methinks I must be fair, for yesterday, 

When I pass’d by, a wild and wanton pard, 

Eyed like the evening star, with playful tail, 
Crouch’d fawning in the weed. Most loving is she ? 
Ah me, my mountain shepherd, that my arms 

Were wound about thee, and my hot lips prest 
Close, close to thine, in that quick-falling dew 

Of fruitful kisses, that as Autumn rains 


Flash in the pools of whirling Simois. 


‘OQ mother, hear me yet, before I die! 
They came, they cut away my tallest pines, 
My dark, tall pines, that plumed the craggy ledge 
High over the blue gorge, and all between 
The snowy peak and snow-white cataract 
Foster’d the callow eaglet—from beneath 
Whose thick mysterious boughs, in the dark morn, 
The panther’s roar came muffled, as I sat 
Low in the valley. Never, never more 


Shall lone Ginone see the morning mist 
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‘‘ Ida tamen, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 
Scilicet et forma superat? Sed nee mihi formam 


Deesse puer per mille vices iterare solebat. 


Quinetiam pardus nuper mihi visus eunti 

Blanditiis (mirum) insolitis, oculosque coruscus 
Hesperio velut astra polo, per gramina lente os 
Ludere mulcendo, et pedibus subvolvere caudam. 
Suavior at, dulces melius que discat amores ? 


Ab, mihi delicia! mea si te brachia cingant 


‘Implicitum complexa! O si flagrantia detur 


Oscula delibare iterumque iterumque labellis, 
/Emula continui roris, qualisve coruscat 
Multus in autumno Xanthi torrentibus imber ! 


‘“ Extremam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 


Queis in coruleam super impendentibus olim 
Convallem, in foliis nemorose rupis, et inter 
Montanasque nives nivemque voraginis estum, 
Aeriis aquile prolem fovere latebris : 

Unde, per horrentem ceca caligine frondem, 
Nocte sub incerta, procul ima in valle sedenti 
Panthera impulerat surdis mugitibus aurem. 


| 
| 
| 
Tum ceese periere mihi, mea gaudia, pinus, 
Non ibi, non posthac, mea per pineta vapores 
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Sweep thro’ them: never see them overlaid 
With narrow moonlit strips of silver cloud, 
Between the loud stream and the trembling stars. 
‘¢O mother, hear me yet before I die! ; 
I wish that somewhere in the ruin’d folds, 
¢ Among the fragments tumbled from the glens, 
Or the dry thickets, I could meet with her, 
The Abominable, that uninvited came 
Into the fair Peleian banquet-hall, 
And cast the golden fruit upon the board, : 
And bred this change: that I might speak my mind, 
And tell her, to her face, how much I hate 


Her presence, hated both of gods and men. 
‘‘O mother, hear me yet before I die! 
Hath he not sworn his love a thousand times, 
In this green valley, under this green hill, 
Ev’n on this hand, and sitting on this stone ? 
Seal’d it with kisses? water’d it with tears? 
O happy tears, and how unlike to these ! 
O happy heaven, how canst thou see my face ? | 
O happy earth, how canst thou bear my weight? | 
O death, death, death, thou ever floating cloud, 
There are enough unhappy on this earth, 
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Radere iter rapidum prima sub luce videbo: 
Nec tremulas inter stellas laticesque sonoros 
Argentea tenues tinget face Cynthia nubes. 

‘“‘ Extremam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 
Illa mihi in dumis Infanda arentibus olim, 
Fragmina vel scopulum, sive inter ovilia dudum 
Deserta, occurrat, que Dis apud atria Pelei 
Invitis epulas injecto miscuit auro, 
Hasque mihi fecit lacrymas: sic impia demum 


Audiat, et nobis et Dis invisa supremis. 


‘‘ Extremam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 
Nonne mihi toties, hac ipsa in valle sedenti 
Ad lapidem, perque hance dextram, juravit amorem, 
Osculaque et fido lacryme sanxere sigillo ? 
Heu quales recolo amissa dulcedine fletus ! 
Felices agri, vosque, o felicia testor 
Sidera, me nimium et vanas perpessa querelas ! 
Mors eheu! mors assidua mortalibus umbra 


Involitans ! satis est miserum tibi copia preede ; 


62 


TENNYSON. 


Pass by the happy souls, that love to live: 

I pray thee, pass before my light of life, 

And shadow all my soul, that I may die. 

Thou weighest heavy on the heart within, 

Weigh heavy on my eyelids: let me die. 
‘‘O mother, hear me yet before I die! 

T will not die alone, for fiery thoughts 

Do shape themselves within me, more and more, 

Whereof I catch the issue, as I hear 

Dead sounds at night come from the inmost hills, 

Like footsteps upon wool. I dimly see 

My far-off doubtful purpose, as a mother 

Conjectures of the features of her child 

Ere it is born: her child !—a shudder comes 

Across me: never child be born of me, 

Unblest, to vex me with his father’s eyes: 
‘¢O mother, hear me yet before I dic ! 

Hear me, O earth! I will not die alone, 

Lest their shrill, happy laughter come to me, 

Walking the cold and starless road of death 

Uncomforted, leaving my ancient love 

With the Greek woman. I will rise, and go 


Down into Troy, and, ere the stars come forth, 
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' Ne tu felices animas, queis vivere dulce est, 
Preripias: hanc invisee mihi lampada vite 
Conde tenebrose involvens caligine noctis. 
Corda diu penitus te persensere receptam — 


Pressa sit haud alio componere lumina leto. 


‘“‘ Extremam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 
Non ego Lethsas ibo incomitata per undas: 
Namque mihi, arcanis si quando oriuntur inanes 
Montibus, ut pressa in tacitam vestigia lanam, 
Nocte soni, fervet dubii mens prescia fati. 
Auguror incertum facinus, ceu conscia mater 
Visa sibi ignote formam preenoscere prolis : 
—Ut dixi, ut tremui! Ne sit peperisse, paternum 


Qui referat vana male natus imagine vultum ! 


‘“‘ Extremam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 
Terra, audi! Stygias non ibo sola per undas, 
Neve mihi, gelide tenebroso in tramite mortis, 
Arguto illudant, nullo solamine, risu, 
Linquenti veteres Graia cum pellice amores. 


Troja mihi querenda. Velim surgentibus astris 
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Talk with the wild Cassandra, for she says 
A fire dances before her, and a sound 

Rings ever in her ears of armed men. 

What this may be, I know not; but I know 
That, whereso’er I am, by night and day, 


All earth and air seem only burning fire.” 


ALFRED TENNYSON. 
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Cassandram affari: cui volvitur ignea semper 
Ante oculos species, sonat indefessus in aures 
Nescio quis belli clangor. Mihi nocte dieque 
Ardent perpetue terram per et ethera flamme.” 


. L. 1857. 
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Godiba. 
Nort only we, the latest seed of Time, | 
New men, that in the flying of a wheel / 


Cry down the past; not only we, that prate 
Of rights and wrongs, have lov'd the people well, | 
And loath’d to see them over-tax’d: but she 

Did more, and underwent, and overcame, 

The woman of a thousand summers back, 

Godiva, wife to that grim Earl, who rul’d | 
In Coventry: for when he laid a tax 

Upon his town, and all the mothers brought 

Their children, clam’ring, “ If we pay, we starve !”’ 
She sought her lord, and found him where he strode 
About the hall, among his dogs, alone, 

His beard a foot before him, and his hair 

A yard behind. She told him of their tears, 

And pray’d him, “If they pay this tax, they starve !” 
Whereat he star’d, replying, half-amaz’d, 

‘You would not let your little finger ache 

For such as these?”’ ‘ But I would die,” said she. 


He laugh’d, and swore by Peter and by Paul: 


Oe a ee ee: ee 
@ 
a eee eres eres 





SciLiceT oppressas sub iniquo pondere gentes 
Nos, genus obscurum, durique novissima secli 
Progenies, queis jura placent, qui spernimus annos 
Preteritos, uni colere et miserescere demum 
Novimus? At fame victrix melioris honorem 
Retulit, antiquum spectabilis illa per evum 

Huc usque, immitis conjux Godiva tyranni, 

Cui morem gessere tui, Conventria, cives. 

Quz, simul imposito (aiebant) peritura tributo 
Affluere, et miseros visa est ostendere natos 
Matrum turba loquax, dirum exorare maritum 
Constituit. Rcegem spatiantem gressibus amplis, 
Stipatum canibus, solaquc invenit in aula. 

Illum barba ingens anteibat, et horrida retro 
Ceesaries longe tremulas fluitabat in auras. 
Cui supplex, egro ut gemeret plebecula fletu, 
Venturamque famem, atque novi mala multa tributi, 
Narrabat. 

Torvo paulum miratus ocello, 
‘Tune velis vel tantillum perferre laboris 
Ne dolcant isti?” ‘‘ Quin et periisse,” reponit. 


Tum ridens, geminumque obtestans numina Divum, 
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Then fillip'd at the diamond in her ear; 
““O ay, ay, ay, you talk!” ‘ Alas!” she said, 
‘¢ But prove me what it is I would not do.” 
And from a heart as rough as Esau’s hand 
He answer’d, ‘‘ Ride you naked thro’ the town, 
And I repeal it:”” and nodding, as in scorn, 
He parted, with great strides among his dogs. 

So left alone, the passions of her mind, 
As winds from all the compass shift and blow, 
Made war upon each other for an hour, 
Till pity won. 

She sent an herald forth, 

And bid him cry, with sound of trumpet, all 
Her hard condition; but that she would loose 
The people: therefore, as they lov’d her well, 
From then till noon no foot should pace the street, 
No eye look down, she passing; but that all 
Should keep within, door shut, and window barr’d. 

Then fled she to her inmost bower, and there 
Unclasp’d the wedded eagles of her belt, 
The grim Earl’s gift: but ever at a breath 
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She linger’d, looking like a summer moon 
Half-dipt in clond: anon she shook her head, 
And shower’d the rippled ringlets to her knee: 
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‘‘ Nuge adeo: mera verba!” vefert: digitoque lacessens 

Impulit insignem gemmis pendentibus aurem. 

‘¢ Experiare modo !”” et lacrymas celabat obortas. 

At regi obriguere joco corda aspera sevo: 

Annuit illudens: “ Urbis tu nuda pererra 

Compita: clamantes redimas hoc pignore cives :” 

Hec ille: erupitque ferox, canibusque coactis. 
Flabra per immensum ceu debacchantia celum, 

Non aliter furere, et dubia contendere rixa, 

Foeminei motus animi. Mox ipsa sibi ipsi 

Cedit debellata. Amplam qui transeat urbem 

Preconem emittit, duri et mandata tyranni 

Inque suos magnum domine testetur amorem. 

Proinde, “ Ita qualiacunque mihi donata rependent, 

Si plateis omnes vacuis, clausisque fenestris 

Et foribus, maneant intra sua limina cives, 

Donec Sol medium ceeli conscenderit axem.” 
Continuo ad thalami rapido penetralia gressu 

Aufugit: zoneque, aquilas imitata gemellas, 

Vincula secernit, truculenti dona tyranni ; 

Sspe tamen dubio pendens, qualisque vaporem 

Induit estivas partim velata sub horas 

Luna. Redundantes genibus tenus inde capillos 
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Unclad herself in haste: adown the stair 

Stole on: and like a creeping sunbeam, slid 
From pillar unto pillar, till she reach’d 

The gateway: there she found her palfrey trapt 
With purple blazon’d with armorial gold. 

Then she rode forth, cloth’d on with chastity : 
The deep air listen’d round her as she rode, 
And all the low wind hardly breath’d for fear. 
The little wide-mouth’d heads upon the spout 
Had cunning eyes to sce: the barking cur 
Made her cheek flame: her palfrey’s footfall shot 
Light horrors thro’ her pulses: the blind walls 
Were full of chinks and holes: and overhead 
Fantastic gables, crowding, star’d: but she 
Not less thro’ all bore up, till, last, she saw 
The white-flower’d elder-thicket from the field 
Gleam thro’ the Gothic archways in the wall. 

Then she rode back, cloth’d on with chastity : 
And one low churl, compact of thankless earth, 
The fatal byword of all years to come, 

Boring a little auger-hole in fear 
Peep'd—but his eyes, before they had their will, 
Were shrivell’d into darkness in his head, 


And dropt before him. So the Pow’rs, who wait 
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Excussit: trepida exutum deponit amictum : 
Perque columnarum spatia anfractusque domorum, 
Ut tacita in murum Solis subrepit imago, 
Delapea, ad limen vastique extrema palati 
Venit. Stabat ibi sonipes, dominamque manebat, 
Purpureis proavum signis auroque decorus. 

Prodiit; et vestem suscepit nuda Pudorem. 
At circum intenti pavido vix murmure venti 
Spirare : effigies sculpteeque in fonte figure 
Vafris vise oculis inhiare: canumque ululatu 
Exarsere gene. Quin et pede lenta caballi 
Corda resultanti tremere, et levis horror in artus 
Irruere : in ceco multas sibi pariete fraudes 
Fingere per tenebras fissique foramina muri: 
Et super insolite facies cuneique domorum 
Undique miratum glomerarier. Illa tenebat 
Indefessa viam. Tandem lustraverat urbem: 
Incurvas tetigit portas, dumetaque vernis 
Floribus in tacito videt albescentia prato. 

Tum redit: et vestem pretendit nuda Pudorem. 
At fuit infamis quidam de feece popelli, 
Terrarum sordes, et in omne ignobilis evum, 
Qui trepide et fatis murum terebraret iniquis, 


Visurus. Sed enim Superi, qui magna tuentur 
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Unclad herself in haste: adown the stair 
Stole on: and like a creeping sunbeam, slid 
From pillar unto pillar, till she reach’d 
The gateway: there she found her palfrey trapt 
With purple blazon’d with armorial gold. 
Then she rode forth, cloth’d on with chastity : 
The deep air listen’d round her as she rode, 
And all the low wind hardly breath’d for fear. 
The little wide-mouth’d heads upon the spout 
Had cunning eyes to see: the barking cur 
Made her cheek flame: her palfrey’s footfall shot 
Light horrors thro’ her pulses: the blind walls 
Were full of chinks and holes: and overhead 
Fantastic gables, crowding, star’d: but she 
Not less thro’ all bore up, till, last, she saw 
The white-flower’d elder-thicket from the field 
Gleam thro’ the Gothic archways in the wall. 
Then she rode back, cloth’d on with chastity : 
And one low churl, compact of thankless earth, 
The fatal byword of all years to come, 
| Boring a little auger-hole in fear 
| Peep'd—but his eyes, before they had their will, 
Were shrivell’d into darkness in his head, 


And dropt before him. So the Pow’rs, who wait 
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Excussit: trepida exutum deponit amictum : 
Perque columnarum spatia anfractusque domorum, 
Ut tacita in murum Solis subrepit imago, 
Delapsa, ad limen vastique extrema palati 
Venit. Stabat ibi sonipes, dominamque manebat, 
Purpureis proavum signis auroque decorus. 
Prodiit; et vestem suscepit nuda Pudorem. 
At circum intenti pavido vix murmure venti 
Spirare : effigies sculpteeque in fonte figure 
Vafris visee oculis inhiare: canumque ululatu 
Exarsere gene. Quin et pede lenta caballi 
Corda resultanti tremere, et levis horror in artus 
Irruere : in cco multas sibi pariete fraudes 
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Fingere per tenebras fissique foramina muri: 

Et super insolitz facies cuneique domorum | 
Undique miratum glomerarier. Illa tenebat | 
Indefessa viam. Tandem lustraverat urbem : | 
Incurvas tetigit portas, dumetaque vernis | 
Floribus in tacito videt albescentia prato. | 

Tum redit: et vestem preterdit nuda Pudorem. 

At fuit infamis quidam de fece popelli, 

Terrarum sordes, et in omne ignobilis evum, 

Qui trepide et fatis murum terebraret iniquis, 


Visurus. Sed enim Super, qui magna tuentur 
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On noble deeds, cancell’d a sense misus’d : 

And she, that knew not, pass’d: and all at once, 

With twelve great shocks of sound, the shameless noon 
Was clash’d and hammer’d from a hundred tow’rs, 
One after one: but even then she gain’d 

Her bower: whence reissuing, rob’d and crown’d, 

To meet her lord, she took the tax away, 


And built herself an everlasting name. 
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Ausa hominum, instabant vigiles: et cassa nefandi 
Propositi subite tabi exceecata sacrarunt 
Lumina. At illa redux thalamo intemerata resedit : 
Raucisonoque fragore et centum e turribus una ; 
Ora repercusso multum ingeminata tumultu 
Flammantem intonuere poli super ardua Phebum. 
Deinde suo fastu et proprio diademate cincta 
Egreditur, regemque petit: votoque potita 
Condidit sternum ventura in secula nomen. 
L. 1860. 
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Ir little profits that an idle king, 
By this still hearth, among these barren crags 
Match’d with an aged wife, I mete and dole 
Unequal laws unto a savage race, 
That hoard, and sleep, and feed, and know not me. 
I cannot rest from travel; I will drink 

Life to the lees; all times I have enjoy’d 
Greatly, all suffer’d greatly, both with those 

| That loved me, and alone; on shore and when 

| Thro’ scudding drifts the rainy Hyades 
Vext the dim sea: I am become a name ; 
For always roaming with a hungry heart 
Much have I seen and known; cities of men, 
And manners, climates, councils, governments, 
Myself not least, but honour’d of them all ; 
And drunk delight of battle with my peers, 
Far on the ringing plains of windy Troy. 
I am a part of all that I have met; 
Yet all experience is an arch wherethro’ 
Gleams that untravell’d world, whose margin fades 

| For ever and for ever as I move. 

How dull it is to pause, to make an end, 

| 

| 


To rust unburnish’d, not to shine in use ! 
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Quid prodest ? sterilis si languet inertia regni, 
Adque Lares tacitos, effceta conjuge, leges 
Metior incertas. Plebi sua vilia cure; 
Cogere rem, facilesque inter fera prandia somni; 
Non ego. Quin iterum longarum ignota viarum 
Ambire, et vite totos haurire labores, 
Constituo. Solus, seu dulces inter amicos 
Suavia permistos quoties solata dolores 
Expertus recolo! Multz per litora terre 
Notus ego, aut rapida freta percurrente procella, 
Qua pluviis Hyadum vexantur marmora signis. 
Cordis inexpleti impulerant jejunia, ut urbes 
Et soles varios, ccetus, moresque viderem 
Bellipotens ; interque pares laudabile nomen 
A&quora ventose norunt resonantia Troje. 
Quidquid erat, pars ipse fui. Tamen allicit usque 
Intacte species terre, et per temporis acta 
Preteriti veluti portam translucet apertam : 
Vana recedentis sequimur confinia campi. 
Me vacui teedet, perfunctum munere, regni. 


Splendet qui satagit : robigo foedat inertem. 
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As tho’ to breathe were life. Life piled on life 

Were all too little, and of one to me 

Little remains: but every hour is saved 

From that eternal silence, something more, 

A bringer of new things; and vile it were 

For some three suns to store and hoard myself, 

And this gray spirit yearning in desire 

To follow knowledge, like a sinking star, 

Beyond the utmost bound of human thought. 
This is my son, mine own Telemachus, 

To whom I leave the sceptre and the isle— 


' Well-loved of me, discerning to fulfil 


This labour, by slow prudence to make mild 
A rugged people, and thro’ soft degrees 
Subdue them to the useful and the good. 
Most blameless is he, centred in the sphere 
Of common duties, decent not to fail 

In offices of tenderness, and pay 

Meet adoration to my household gods, 

When I am gone. He works his work, I mine. 
There lies the port ; the vessel puffs her sail ; 
There gloom the dark broad seas. My mariners, 

Souls that have toil’d, and wrought, and thought with me, 


That ever with a frolic welcome took 
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Qui spirat, vivit? Me seclis addita secla, 

Unius angusto contractum limite vite, 

Deficerent. Sed enim labentia tempora Lethe 
Preripit, ignoteque eterna silentia noctis. 

Proinde nova aggredior. Pudet arcte parcere vite: 
Scire lubet quodcunque licet: crudaque senecta 
Humane vetitos sophie transcendere fines, 

Cenditur extremas fugiens ut stella sub undas. 

Ille mihi meus est, cui terram et sceptra remitto, 
Telemachus: duce quo tardos mansuescat in annos 
Gens ignara boni, et sollerti ducta magistro 
Paullatim quid sit pulchrum, quid et utile, discat. 
Scilicet innocuz versatur tramite vite, 

Debita seu patriis persolvit munera Divis, 

Sive suos inter, totoque e corde, quietis 

Deditur officiis. Porro sua cuique laboris 
Premia. Me portus, me pleno carbasa vento, 
Ceeruleique vocant ingentia marmora ponti. 
Vosque, senescentes mecum, mea gaudia, naute, 
Quidquid consului comites, sociique laborum, 


Vos hilari fronte et generoso pectore fortes 
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The thunder and the sunshine, and opposed 
Free hearts, free foreheads, you and I are old; 
Old age hath yet his honour and his toil; 


\ 
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Death closes all ; but something ere the end, 
Some work of noble note, may yet be done, 
Not unbecoming men that strove with gods. 

The lights began to twinkle from the rocks : 
The long day wanes: the slow moon climbs: the deep 
Moans round with many voices. Come, my friends, 
"Tis not too late to seek a newer world. 


Push off, and sitting well in order smite 


To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths 

Of all the western stars, until I die. 

It may be that the gulfs will wash us down: 

It may be we shall touch the happy Isles, 

And see the great Achilles, whom we knew. 

Tho’ much is taken, much abides; and tho’ 

We are not now that strength which in old days 
Moved earth and heaven: that which we are, we are ; 
One equal temper of heroic hearts, / 
Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will 

To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield. 
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The sounding furrows ; for my purpose holds 
| 
| 
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Fulmineas inter nubes, vel sole serenum 
Tranquillante polum,—superest et fama senecte. 
Mors homini finis rerum. Laus ultima vite 
Nobile sit quiddam facinus, nos quale decebat 
Ausos vel Superis infandum intendere bellum. 
At vesperting e scopulis lucescere tede : 
Lentaque cunctantis venit in vestigia Pheebi 
Cynthia: multisoni circum gemit Oceani vox. 
Ergo alii nobis tractus, aliseque, sodales, 
Quarendz gentes; pulsaque a littore cymba 
Ordine composito resonantes verrite sulcos. 
Stat super Hesperios fines Solisque cubile, 
Siderum ubi gelidis agmen restinguitur undis, 
Pergere navigio, dum spiritus hos regit artus. 
Deinde procelloso pelagus seu volvat in estu, 
Sive ad Achilleam (nobis quoque notus Achilles) 
Sors ducat melior, campis felicibus, umbram, 
Nonnihil e reliquo fas sit lucrarier evo. 
Nos fati insidi#, nos imbecillior etas 
Affligit: neque nunc ea vis, mortalibus olim 
Et superis metuenda. Sumus tamen: equa piorum 
Corda virum, quibus unus amor, stabilisque voluntas 


Invictis positam nitendo attingere metam. 
L. 1862. 
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| | Ehe Aton’s Cub. 
| Aaam. 696—716. ) 
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Even 80, belike, might one 

A lion suckling nursc, 

Like a foster-son, 

To his home a future curse. 

In life’s beginnings mild, 

Dear to sire, and kind to child ; 
Oft folded in his lord's embrace, 
Like afi infant of the race. 

Sleek and smiling to the hand, 
He fawned at want’s command. 


But in time he showed 

The habit of his blood : 

His debt of nurture he repaid ; 

The lowing herds he tore, 

A fierce unbidden feast he made, 

And the house was foul with gore. 
Huge grief its inmates overshed, 

Huge mischief, slaughter widely spread ! 
A heaven-sent Priest of Woe 

In the Palace did he grow. 


1836. 
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HOMERIC HYMN. 
From the Womeric Wymn to the Delian Apollo. 


165—178. 
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TRANSLATION. 


THen Artemis with thee, Apollo, smile! 
Daughters, fare ye well the while ; 
Me too remember, when 

From among the sons of men 

Some wayworn stranger shall inquire 
As he journeys by : 

‘¢ Whom of the vocal choir, 

O damsels, do ye most desire ? 

Who sweetliest strikes the lyre?” 
Then auspiciously, 

Then with one accord reply : 

‘“‘ The blind old man, that dwells in high 
And rocky Chios, he is dear ; 

Him we most delight to hear; 

All his deathless verse 

Distant ages shall rehearse.” 

I in turn will bear your fame 

Far as over earth I go, 

Through cities of renowned name ; 
And they shall know 

It is the truth that I proclaim. 

Nor will I cease to sing 

The silver-bowed far-darting King, 
Whom Leto bare, 

Leto, with flowing hair. 


1836. 
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The Battle of the Fourth Book. 


It. TV. 422—4-43. 
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As when the billow gathers fast | 

| With slow and sullen roar | 
Beneath the keen north-western blast | 

Against the sounding shore : 
First far at sea it rears its crest, | 
. Then bursts upon the beach, 

| Or with proud arch and swelling breast, } 

| Where headlands outward reach, | 

| It smites their strength, and bellowing flings | 

Its silver foam afar ; | 

; So, stern and thick, the Danaan kings 

| | And soldiers marched to war. | 

3 Each leader gave his men the word, 7 
| Each warrior deep in silence heard ; ! 
| So mute they marched, thou could’st not ken | 
| They were a mass of speaking men ; | | 
And as they strode, in martial might, | 
Their flickering arms shot back the light. 

| 
| 

| 

| 
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But, as at even the folded sheep 
Of some rich master stand, 

Ten thousand thick their place they keep, 
And bide the milkman’s hand, 

And more and more they bleat, the more 


| TRANSLATION. 
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They hear their Jamblings cry ; 

So from the Trojan host, uproar 
And din rose loud and high. 

They were a many-voicéd throng ; 
Discordant accents there, 

That sound from many a differing tongue, 
Their differing race declare. 

These, Ares kindled for the fight ; 

Those, starry-eyed Athené’s might, 

And savage Terror, and Affright, 

And Strife, of wars insatiate, 

Sister of Ares, and his mate ; 

| | Strife that, a pigmy at her birth, 

\ 

| | 
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By gathering rumour fed, 
Soon plants her feet upon the earth 
And in the heaven her head. 
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Battle of the Eleventh Book. 


IL. XI. 67—83. 
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As in some rich man’s domain | 
The reapers drawn in rows, 
Right down the furrows shear the grain, | 
And still their labour grows, | 
And thick the armfuls fall as rain ; 
So Trojan and Achaian might 
Each on the other leapt ; 
None turned from fight to curséd flight, 
But even battle kept. 
They raged like wolves. With deadly smile 
Fell Strife sate lowering by the while; 
She singly of the gods was there, 
The rest abode in upper air; 
Deep-valed Olumpos all enshrouds, 
Each in his beauteous palace calm, 
Each blaming Zeus, the King of clouds, 
Who willed to Troy the victor’s palm. 
The Sire he held their murmurs light, 
And drawing far away, 
He sate, exulting in his might, 
And overlooked the bay, 

The ships of the Achaians, | 
The city on the plain, | 
The flashing of the brazen arms, | 
The slayers and the slain. | 
| 
| 


Note, that in this version of the Firat Book of the Iliad, 


The Latin Jurrrenis . . ZEUS ... also { Peon 
KRonion. 
Juno .. . . HERB. 
Minerva. . . ATHENR. 


Pra@svus, 
Apotto .. . Apo.tto . . also) Hecarncos, 
Hxcatos. 
Vurtcan . . . HEPHAISTOS. 
Greeks .. . ACHAIANS. . also PRGEIARS, 
DANAANS. 
Also, that ACHILLES or ia likewise called. . . Ps.ipEs, 
ACHILES PBLION, 
AGAMEMNON . ....-. ee. ATRIDES. 
AtrTon. 
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TRANSLATION. 


Of Achilles, son of Peleus, 
How the host of the Achaians 
How the wraiths of stalwart heroes 
Left themselves, for dogs to feed on, 
Sing, O Goddess! how all-ruling 
From the hour when, torn asunder, 
Agamemnon, lord of heroes, 

Who among the gods inflamed them, 
"T'was the Son of Zeus with Leto. 
Through the host a Plague he kindled, 
For Atrides did dishonour 
When to the Achaian vessels 
For the ransom of his daughter. 

On the gold-wrought staff of Phoebus. 
Most of all the two Atridai, 
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how the deadly wrath arose ; 
rued it with ten thousand woes; 
Hades gat before his day, 

and for every bird of prey, 

Zeus fulfilled his stedfast plan, 
they, the twain, to strive began, 
and Achilles, flower of man. 
that the fatal feud outbroke? 
Toward the King his anger woke ; 
and in thousands fell the folk. 
unto Chryses, man of prayer, 
store of endless gifts he bare 

In his hands the garlands were, 
Suppliant to the chiefs he spoke, 
the Commanders of the folk. 
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‘Sons of Atreus, and your comrades, 
May the gods, that hold Olympus, 
Both to sack the town of Priam, 

But release my darling daughter, 
Venerating great Apollo, 


Then Apollo’s priest to honour 
And to take the costly ransom: 
And with speech full rude and scornful 
Agamemnon, son of Atreus. 
Nor in aftertime returning 
Lest the staff should not avail thee, 
For the maiden, at my palace 
Till old age shall overtake her, 
There she still shall ply the distaff, 
If thou wouldst depart in safety, 


So he spake. The old man trembled, 
Silently he paced, and listened 
When the camp lay all behind him, 
To Apollo, Son of Leto, 

‘¢ Thou, that Chryse still protectest, 
And in holiest Killa; thou that 
If mine hands for thy fair temple 
And have burned, for thee, the thigh-bones 
Hear me, silver-bowed Apollo! 


ey ey —— a = We 3 es 


grant it shall your host befall 
and to see your homes again. 
and my proffered gifts retain, 
son of Zeus, far-darting Lord. 

all th’ Achaians gave accord, 
one, one only said him nay, 
drave the ancient man away ; 

“‘ Neither, grey-beard, lag to-day, 
be thou found about the strand, 
nor the garland in thine hand. 
there in Argos she shall stay, 
from her father-land away. 

there she still my bed shall share. 


stir me not; begone, beware.”’ 


and obeyed. Along the shore 

to the sea’s tumultuous roar. 
forth he poured his mind in prayer 
Leto with the flowing hair. 

that in Sminthe dost delight, 
rulest Tenedos with might ; 
oftentimes have garlands wrought, 
in their fat, of bull and goat ; 


hear, and answer what I pray; 


stoutly greaved Achaians all ! 
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By thine arrows let the Danaans 


So he prayed. Apollo Phcebus 
From the summits of Olympus 
With his bow, upon his shoulder 
As he swept along like nightfall 
Then he sate, the fleet beholding 
Loudly clangs the bow of silver, 
First the mules and hounds quick-footed, 


Funeral pyres are flaming upward, 


Nine the days those darts from heaven 
But upon the tenth, Achilles 
White-armed Heré so inspired him, 
When they met, and all were gathered, 


‘‘ Son of Atreus, it were better 
While we may, than thus to perish 
At the least, to ask some prophet, 
Or some sage dream-teller, secing 
Such may teach us, why Apollo 
Is it lack of hymns he charges, 

If perchance of goats unblemished 


for my tears requital pay !” 


heard his prayer. Withanger stung 


straightin downward course he flung. 


all-compact his quiver hung ; 

in his scorn, his arrows rung. 
from afar; then shot the dart. 
as the bitter arrows start 

then the host of men to slay. 


thicker still from day to day. 


through the army scattered fate ; 
called the people to debate. 
grieving for the Danaan dead. 


swift Achilles rose, and said. 


we should seek our homes afar 


stricken both by Plague and War. 


or some priest will well beseem, 


that ’tis Zeus who gives the dream. 


is in anger and in gloom ; 
is it stinted hecatomb ? 
and of lambs the savour may 
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TRANSLATION. 


Yet avail us, and fell ruin 

He had ended. Then rose Calchas, 
For he knew the past and present, 
And the Danaan ships to Ilion 
By the gift of prophet-vision, 
He in friendly tones addressed them.— 
Why from far the Lord Apollo 
I will tell it, O Achilles, 
On thine oath, that thou shalt help me, 
For I trow my speech shall anger 
O’er the folk of the Argeians, 
Sure the King hath alway reason 
And if even for the moment 
Yet he bears the grudge thereafter, 
Tell me; wilt thou save?”’ Achilles 

‘¢ Speak, and fear not, whatsoever 
For, I swear it by Apollo 
Calchas, thou his votary tellest ; 
None shall lay the hand upon thee, 
No not were it Agamemnon, 


Though of all the bold Achaians 








from the army ward away.” 


son of Thestor ; best of seers, 
and the things of coming years; 
he had guided o’er the wave 

that Apollo Phebus gave. 

‘‘ Dost thou bid me speak the cause 
thus his bow for havock draws? 
dear to Zeus. Yet first accord, 
help me both with deed and word. 
one, who wields a mighty sway 
and whom all the Chiefs obey. 
in contending with the vile ; 

he shall well digest his bile, 

to fulfil another while. 


in his turn the Seer addressed. 


heav’n hath lodged within thy breast: 


dear to Zeus, whose high decrees, 
while Achilles lives and sees, 

by the ships upon the coast, 
from among the Danaan host, 


to be far the first he boast.” 
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oixot Exe. Kai ydp pa KAvrayviotpns mpoBéBovia, 
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Then the noble Seer took courage, and declared the deadly doom. 


‘Tis not lack of hymns he charges, 


’Tis because that Agamemnon 


Neither would release his daughter, 
Hence the Archer hath decreed us 


Nor will Phcebus stray from smiting 


Ye without or fine or ransom 
To her father, and to Chryse 
So, we may appease Apollo.” 
Rose Atrion Agamemnon, 
Vexed, and all his darkling spirit 
First of all to Calchas, boding 

‘‘ Seer of ills! for never surely 
Alway auguries of mischief 
No, nor once the word of profit 
Now for oracle from heaven 
That the Archer Pheebus vexeth 
For that I the priceless ransom 
Surely I prefer to hold her 
Maiden-wedded Clytemnestra 
And excels her not in beauty, 
But to yield her I deny not, 


tis not stinted hecatomb. 

put to shame the man of prayer, 
neither take the ransom rare. 
woes, and will decree us more; 
with his weighty hand, before, 
give the maid of glancing eyes 
bring the holy sacrifice. 

Calchas said, and sate again. 


Hero widely ruling men ; 


charged with wrath, hiseyes with flame ; 


evil, words of anger came. 

hast thou spoken for my weal! 
thou delightest to reveal ; 

hast thou done me, neither spoke. 
tellest thou the Danaan folk 
them with sorrows for my sake, 
of Chryseis shunned to take ? 

at my home; for in mine eyes 
yet is not so dear a prize, 

nature, sense, or useful art. 


so it be the better part, 


| 
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For the people’s ruin grieves me, 
Only, hark! some other booty 
That alone of the Argeians 
Witness all, my given portion 


Then replied to him Achilles 
“O Atrides, O of mortals 
Can it be the bold Achaians 
For we hold no stock in common: 
We divided; ’twere not seemly 
Make no more ado; to Phebus 
We, the sons of the Achaians 
When we storm Troy’s well-built bulwarks, 


Answered sovran Agamemnon. 
Howsoever bold, to dupe us 
Neither shalt thou, cozening, foil me, 
That thou keepest, but wilt have me, 
Sit me down to lack my portion. 
If the lofty-souled Achaians 
To my taste, of equal value. 
What if I myself thy booty, 
Or Odysseus? Whom I light on, 
But of this enough hereafter. 
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and their safety warms my heart. 
find me straightway. It were shame 
of my prize bereft I came. 


passes from my hand again.” 


stout of foot, the flower of men. 
mightiest, most gain-loving too ! 
are to guerdon thee anew ? 

all we gat from cities’ sack 

that the folk should bring it back. 
send the rosy maid away; 
threefold, fourfold, will repay, 

if but Zeus shall bring the day!” 


“‘ Think not, godlike Achilles, 
with devices such as these. 
neither bend. What prize is thine, 
giving over what is mine, 

Well; the maid I will resign 
will another guerdon choose, 
But, should they my word refuse, 
or of Aias, go and take, 

into anger he will break. 


Now upon the glorious main 
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sh we straight a sable galley, 
e hecatomb aboard, and 
Chryseis; and for captain 
domeneus, or Alias, 

yself, most dread of mortals, 
for us thine holy offering 


m with aspect stern addressing 


10u, armed with shameless forehead, 


shall an Achaian chieftain 

r from afar to travel, 

‘not, No! the Trojan warriors 
\not I they harmed; my horses, 
n the deep lands of Phthia, 

:d they my golden harvest ; 

‘ between the shadowy mountains, 
3 thee, thou greatly shameless, 

to serve and Menelaos 

ing honour from the Trojans 

cest not, for this: but threatenest 
ed by the bold Achaians, 

soever the Achaians 

>» gathered Trojan booty, 


: many-rushing battle, 
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and appoint a chosen train ; 
let the rosy maid be ta’en 
some one of our Council call, 
or Odysseus, flower of all; 
son of Peleus, pass the seas, 


Hecaergos may appease.” 


spake Achilles, swift of foot. 

and with greed of gain to boot! 
willing follow thy command 

or to lift in fight the hand? 
brought me here in war to strive: 
oxen mine, they did not drive ; 
teeming nurse of heroes’ pride, 
no, for, us from them to hide, 
spread the sounding waters wide. 
thee, with doglike face, to please, 
that we followed o’er the seas, 
for you twain. Thou giv’st no heed, 
with thy hand to seize the meed 
earned by many a toilsome deed. 

sack some peopled city fair, 

matched with thine, how small myshare! 
most, I ween, these hands dispatch ; 
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eke rmnen nae sais. Heese maior 
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Yet when distribution cometh, 

Mine with scanty boon, yet cherished, 

All war-wearied. Now, to Phthia. 

Better far, to journey homeward: 

Ill-entreated, void of honour, 
Agamemnon, lord of heroes, 

Flee, and welcome, if thy spirit 

Tis not I would pray thee linger, 


Others here will pay me honour; 


Thy delight is still in wrangling, 

If in might thou far surpassest, 

With thy ships and with thy comrades 
O’er the myrmidons to lord it : 

Less than nought esteem thy anger ; 
Since the god Apollo Phebus 

With my ship, and with my comrades 
From thy camp shall fetch Briseis, 
That thou know me for thy better, 

Or to vie with me in honour, 


So he spake. 


Grief stung Pelion ; 











thine a plenteous prize to snatch, 
to my galleys to retreat, 

Better, with my beakéd fleet, 

neither brook I here to be, 

heaping goods and wealth for thee.” 
straightway spake, “Thou say’st aright: 
urges thee to take to flight. 

nor for cause of mine to fight. 

most on Zeus all-wise I call. 

thee I fiercest hate of all; 

and in battle and in brawl. | 
yet ‘tis God that gave thee might. 
homeward then take thou thy flight, 


less than nought for thee I care, 


yet I give thee charge, beware : 


fair Chryseis doth demand, 

shall she go; but this my hand 
rosy-cheeked, thy guerdon dear, 
and that others too may fear 

or to hold me for their peer.” 
two-fold thoughts his mind divide: 


Shall he draw the sharp-edged falchion, thrust the standers-by aside, 


And rush on to slay Atrides ; 


or within his shaggy breast 


HOMER. 
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Shall he stay the kindled anger, 

| While in mind and heart reflecting 

| Yet his hand the mighty weapon 
Sent by Hera, white-armed goddess, 

| Heré, who to both the chieftains 
Near she stood behind Pelion, 

Only for himself the vision, 
In surprise the hero turned him ; 

| Stood the goddess; and Achilles 


! ‘‘ Child of Zeus, the Aigis-bearcr, 
Outrage done me by Atrides? 


; | Insolence like his will haply 


| Him the flashing-eyed Athené 
If thou wilt, to stay thine anger ; 
Heré, who to both the chieftains 
Come, let be thy giddy quarrel ; 
| For the time, be words thy weapons ; 
Since, in solemn speech that fails not, 
Thrice as much, of gifts as glorious 
For this outrage done thine honour. 


Answered her the swift Achilles, 
That ye twain enjoin, albeit 
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and the fitful mood arrest ? ! 
still he pondered on his doubt, | 
from its sheath was drawing out. ; 
then Athené came from heaven ; 
equal care and love had given. 
grasped him by his auburn hair; 
none beside him saw her there. 
there with awful eyes confest 


her in winged words addrest. 


wherefore art thou come? To see 


more I say, and more shall be. 


bring with speed his day of doom.” 
straightway answered. ‘Iam come, 


Heré sent me down from heaven; 


equal love and care has given. 


draw not with thy hand the sword; __ 
they in plenty shall be poured. | 
I foretell shall come the day 


thee, Achilles, shall repay 
Only curb thee, and obey.”’ 


“‘ Meet it is to keep the word, 


wrath within be deeply stirred. 
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| TRANSLATION. 113 
| Better so; the gods of heaven hear the man that them has heard.” 
Then upon the hilt of silver rested he his massive hand, 

And again within the scabbard thrust he back the mighty brand. 

Docile to the word of Pallas. She to her Olympian throne, 

And the Aigis-bearer’s mansions, and the gods, her peers, had gone. 
Instantly the son of Peleus Agamemnon thus addrest, 


‘¢'Wine-beladen son of Atreus ! face of hound, and heart of deer ! 
Never hath thy spirit moved thee in the field to grasp the spear 
With the troops, nor with the chieftains watch and wait in ambush drear. 
Well thou know’st it. Sooth, ’tis better far, to plunder of his gifts 


Whosoever in the army thwarting thee his voice uplifts. 
Folk-devouring king ! for surely mean are they that own thy sway; 
Were they other, O Atrides, thou would’st sin thy last to day. 

| Yet a word shall now be spoken, and a mighty oath be sworn. 


By the sceptre that I brandish, that nor twig nor leaf hath borne, 
| Since the time when on the mountains from its parent stem ’twas torn, 
Nor shall bear, since bark and foliage _ all around the knife hath shorn— 


Now the sons of the Achaians, set by Zeus to guard the right, 
Bear it on the seat of judgment— will I swear an oath of might. 
Time shall be, that for Achilles one and all the host shall long, 


Dark in speech and mischief-brooding; neither gave his passion rest. 
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When the hand of murderous Hector 
Vain thy grief to aid them; skulking 
That of all the bold Achaians 


So Pelides. And his sceptre, 
Then he sate. Nor less Atrides 
Fluent orator of Pylos 
Melted tones than honey sweeter ; 
Speaking men, in goodly Pylos 
He amidst the third was ruling. 


‘¢ Gods in heaven! why what sorrow 
Truly Priam, and his children, 
Were they once to learn the tidings 
Ye, the first in arms of Danaans, 
Be persuaded. Ye are younger, 
(Nor did they at least despise me, ) 
Never heretofore I saw, nor 
Of Pirithoos, and Druas 
Of Exadios and Kaineus; 
With Immortals; gid Theseus, 


These the mightiest were of mortals ; 
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fells to earth a dying throng ; 
thou shalt tear with rage thy breast, 
thou didst put to shame the best.” 


golden-studded, down he flung ; 
raging fumed. Up Nestor sprung 
gentle-worded ; from his tongue 
there had passed within his day, 
generations twain away ; 


Such he spake, a friend to friends. 


o’er Achaiis now impends ! 


‘and all Troy would take delight, 


that ye twain thus fiercely fight; 
and the first in council too. 

both, than I; who had to do 
e’en with better men than you. 
e’er shall see the match again 
like a shepherd ruling men, 
Poluphemos, that might vie 
image of the gods on high. 

with the mightiest they fought, 
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With the mountain-haunting Centaurs, 
"Twas with these I mixed; from Pylos 
They had called me. In the combat 
Them no mortal now surviving 
They could hearken to my counsel, 
Ye then also be persuaded : 

Thou, Atrides, though so potent, 

As the sons of the Achaians 

Thou, Pelides, be not forward 

Zeus to sceptred kings gave glory, 
And, if thou art stout and valiant, 
Yet is he thy better, ruling 

Calm thy spirit then, Atrides : 
Yield, Achilles, best of bulwarks 


Answered him Atrides. ‘‘ Truly 
But, old friend, this man endeavours 
On us all to put the bridle, 

Of us all to be commander : 


If the gods that live for ever 


Not for this they lent him warrant 


and to mighty ruin brought. 
coming, distant Apian land. 

J, too, wielded then the brand. 
for a moment would withstand. 
yielded they to my discourse ; 
better reason is than force. 
take the damsel not away: 
gave her first, so let her stay. 
thus to quarrel with the King; 
none can equal honours bring. 
and a goddess gave thee birth, 
wider over men on earth. 

and thy wrath—’tis I who pray— 
in the deadly battle fray.” 


all thou say’st is right well said: 
o’er the world to lift his head ; 
o’er us all the lord to play, 
claims like these, I say them nay 
granted him the warrior’s part, 
that his tongueshould venom dart.” 
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Brake upon the king Achilles, 


‘¢ Call me craven, for thou may’st it, 


When I yield thee all thou listest. 
Think not to be my commander ; 
More I tell thee, and I bid thee 
For the damsel that ye gave me, 
Nor with thee to fight, nor other, 
But, beside my dark swift galley 
O I warn thee, Agamemnon, 
Nay, go try it, if thou willest, 


Soon thy spurting blood shall darken, 


So they two, in speech still battling, 


By the ships of the Achaians 
With Patroclos and his comrades, 
Went Pelides. But Atrides 
With an hecatomb ’tis laden, 
And he leads the rosy maiden, 
And Odysseus, rich in counsel, 


They departing made their voyage 


But Atrides bade purgation, 


Then the people dipped, and seaward 
Next, beside the main untrampled, 


Offered they to great Apollo, 


flower of men, in swift reply. 
yea the name of man deny, 

No, let baser men obey: 
henceforth I disown thy sway. 
be it pondered while it may. 
since ye now take back the gift, 
this my hand I will not lift. 
whatsoever resteth still, 

touch not aught against my will. 
so that all may know, who hear ; 


with its purple flow, my spear.”’ 


each the other fierce opposed ; 
then the great Assembly closed. 
to hiscampand well-trimmed ships 
straight a fleetest bark equips; 
with a score of rowers manned, 
to the vessel from the strand, 

is the captain of the band. 


o’er the furrows of the main ; 
that the folk might heal again. 
duly cast away the stain. 
spotless and in number full, 
hecatomb of goat and bull. 
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With the curling smoke, the savour 


Such their cares within the camp. But 
On the strife that he had threatened, 
And Eurybates ; his heralds, 


‘¢ To the barrack of Achilles, 
Bring the rosy maid Briseis 


And compel me to go fetch her 


Thus he spake; and so dismissed them, charged with words ofharsh disdain. 


They reluctant paced the margin 
To the Myrmidon encampment. 
Sate Pelides. As he saw them, 
Trembling they revered the king, and 
But Achilles straight addressed them, 


‘¢ Heralds, hail! not men’s alone, but 
You I blame not. On Atrides 
Ye are come to take Briseis ; 
Give her; take her. Yet, O heralds ! 
In the name of gods and mortals, 
If he henceforth can require me 


From the host of the Argeians 


all the load of wrong be laid: 








high as heaven ascending went. 


Agamemnon, sternly bent 
straightway good Talthubios sent 
and his trusty squires, were they. 


son of Peleus, wend your way; 
by the hand ; if he refuse, 


with a following—let him choose.” 


of the free untrampled main, 
Near his ship, and by his door 
little joy his aspect wore. 

silent stood, as men distraught ; 


well discerning all their thought. 


Zeus’s Envoys: fear ye nought: 


Prince Patroclos, fetch the maid; 
witnesses you twain I bring, 
aye, and of that ruthless King, 
in his need and darkest day 
shameful scathe to ward away! 
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Passion-blinded King! he learns not 
That in safety his Achaians 


He had spoken; and Patroclos 
From the door he led, and gave them 
For the camp the two departed. 

But Achilles from his comrades 
Gazes o’er the purple waters, 
And fail often to his mother 


‘‘ Mother! for thou art my mother, 
From the Thunderer Zeus Olympian 
Yet he honours not, but shames me, 


Hath disgraced me, and unpunished 


Heard him then his goddess mother, 
Sitting in the salt abysees, 
Straight she issued from the waters, 
Sate beside him as he wept, and 
And addressed him as her offspring. 
Tell it, hide it not within thee, 


Swift Achilles, deeply groaning, 
Why to thee, aware already, 


How we reached Eetion’s city, 


answered her, “ Thou know’st fall well. 
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what hath been, or what shall be, 


still may war beside the sea.” 


straight his comrade dear obeyed. 
to conduct, the rosy maid. 

She with them unwilling goes. 
sits afar, and weeps his woes, 

by the breakers on the strand, 
stretches forth in prayer his hand. 


though my destined years be few, 
surely honour was my due; 

for Atrides, wide of sway, 

holds the prize he took away.” 


as with tears his grief he told, 

by her sire, the sea-god old. 

like a vapour, to the strand, 

gently soothed him with her hand, 
“Wherefore weep’st, what ail’st, my son? 


that we make our sorrows one.” 


should I tale of sorrow tell ? 
sacred Thebe, burned it, bare 
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Hither all the spoil; reserving, 
For Atrides first the rosy 

Then did he, the priest of Phoebus, 
To the armour-clad Achaians 

For the ransom of his daughter. 
On the golden staff of Phoebus ; 
Most of all the two Atridai, 

Then Apollo’s priest to honour 


And to take the costly ransom; 


And, with speech full rude and scornful, 


Agamemnon, son of Atreus. 
Went.the priestly sire. Apollo 
Then he shot the evil arrow, 
O’er the host of the Achaians 
Thereupon the Seer inspiréd 

I the first the Chiefs exhorted, 


Choler straight inflamed Atrides: 


That which he hath since accomplished. 


— 
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as we took each man his share, 
child of Chryses, maiden fair. 
darting shafts from far, repair 

at their ships, with presents rare, 


In his hand the garlands were 
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Suppliant to the chiefs he spoke, 
the commanders of the folk. 

all th’ Achaians answered yea. 

one, one only, said him nay, 

drave the ancient man away, 

Back, in wrath, his wrong to tell, 
heard him, for he loved him well; 
and the folk by thousands died ; 
darts of heav’n were ranging wide. 
told the mind of Hecatos: 

‘Soothe the god, and stay the loss.’ 
quick he rose, and threatening spake 


Solemnly the maid they take, 
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TRANSLATION. 


Flashing-eyed Achaians take her, 
With the offerings for Apollo, 

But the daughter fair of Brises, 

And the guerdon comrades gave me 
Mother! now, for thou art able, 
Mount Olympus; pray Kronion, 
Thou hast ever done him service : 
Heard thee proudly tell, when seated 
How, alone of the Immortals, 

Zeus the cloud-wrapt. All Olympus 
Poseidaon with Queen Heré 

But thou camest, as a goddess, 
Swiftly fetching to Olympus 
Briareus immortals call him, 

He in vasty strength surpassing 
Sate him down beside Kronion, 
Quailéd all the blessed gods, and 
Go, sit near him, and remind him, 
If perchance his will may move him 
And in rout the Danaan army 

That the folk in blood and slaughter, 
While wide-ruling Agamemnon 
That of all the bold Achaians 


Him, in weeping, Thetis answered, 
Wherefore did I rear thee upward, 
Would that, since thy fate assigns thee 
Thou hadst rested by the vessels, 
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while I speak it, o’er the foam, 

in the quick ship, to her home. 
even now the heralds sped, 

from my barrack they have led. 
thine own warrior-son defend : 

if indeed by ‘act or word 

for full oft mine ears have heard, 
Queen within my Father’s hall, 
thou didst save from shameful thrall 
fast to chain him had designed ; 
and Athené was combined ; 

to relieve him from his bands, 
him that bears the hundred hands, 
and Aigaion men on earth: 

e’en the sire that gave him birth, 
and exulted in his might ; 
changed their counsel, at the sight. 
and lay hold upon his knees, 

both to give the Trojans ease, 

to the ships and strand to bring, 
may take pleasure in its King ;° 
may at length his sin detest, 

he hath put to shame the best.” 


‘‘Ah, my son, what woe is me! 
dreadful birth, why bore I thee? 
but a little while to be, 

tearless, and from outrage free. 
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TRANSLATION. 129 
Now, thy lot, of all men mortal, shortest both and saddest falls ; 
Evil was the doom that made me bear thee in thy father’s halls. 


But I mount—for he may hearken— 
That to Zeus, whose sport is thunder, 
Yet beside the winged vessels 
Toward the sons of the Achaians ; 
For to Ocean and the Athiops, 
Zeus with all the gods a-feasting. 
E’er again they reach Olympus. 
Will I stand, his knees embracing, 
So she spake; and went. Indignant 


For the slender-waisted woman, 


But Odysseus came to Chryse, 
Entered in the spacious harbour, 
In the dark ship’s hold; with halyards 
Briskly ; then with strokes of vigour 
Forth they cast the solid anchors, 
Forth they sprang upon the sea-beach, 
Brought they for the Archer Pheebus ; 
From the wave-borne ship. Odysseus 


Toward the altar led, and gave her 


to Olympus wrapt in snow, 

I may all thy bidding show. 

bide awhile ; indulge thy rage 
and no more the battle wage. 
noble race, went yesterday 

Suns eleven must pass away, 
Then on Zeus’s floor of brass 
and will bring thy thought to pass. 
on his wrath he brooded still, 
whom they took despite his will. 
with the holy hecatomb, 

furled the sails, and found them room 
brought the tall mast heeling o’er 
gave the vessel way ashore. 

and the stern-ropes tightly bound ; 
forth the hecatomb to ground 
forth Chryseis came to land 

rich in counsel, up the strand 
safely to her father’s hand. 








“") Xpvon, mpo pw Ereprpev ava€ avdpav Ayapénvov | 
| qatoa Te col ayéuev, PoiBy O iepiny éExatopBnv | 
a4 péEas vrrép Aavawy, Sfp’ itiacopecGa avaxta, 

bs viv Apyetoure TroAvaTova Knde’ eprKev.” 445 

| “Qs eitrav ev yepot TiBer, 0 & eSeEato yalpwv | 
| 
| 


maida didn: tol § aKa Oe@ xrevTHv ExatouBnv 


é€elns Exrnoay evduntov trepi Bapor, 
- xepvipavto 8 Errevra Kai ovdoXUTAS avédovTo. 
roiow 5 Xpvons peyar’ evyeto yeipas avacywv’ 450 
 Kr00i pev, apyuporok’, 65 Xpvony aupuBéBnxas 
Kiya re Cabénv, Tevédou0 te idt avdocets’ 
| | nev Sy ror’ éwed mrapos Exrves evEapévow, 
- Tipmoas pmev ee, wéeya 8 ihyao Nadv Ayaov 
| nO ETL Kal Viv pot TOO’ ETreKpNVOY eédASwp* 455 
_ non vov Aavaoiow daeixéa Novyov apuvov.” 
| | “As épar’ evyopevos, Tod 8 Exrve PoiBos ‘AroAdwv. 
avrap érel p’ evEavro Kai ovAoyUTas TrpoBanovTo, 
| av épvoay pev tpata Kal éopatay nal eerpav, 
| pnpous 7’ éEerapov xara te Kvlaon éxadvyav 460 | 
dimruya Touocavtes, en’ avrav 8 wpobérnaar. | 
katie 8 eri oxifns 6 yépwr, eri § aidotra olvov 
AetBe> véoe 5é trap’ avrov Exo treum@Bora yepaiv. | 
i avrap émel Kata pnp’ éxdn Kal omdaryyv’ érdoarto, 
: plotuddov T' apa tadda Kai aud’ oBedoiow Eretpav, 465 : 


bd A , 3 7 Lg , 
! awnTnady Te Tepippadews, EpvoavTo TE TaVTa. 


~_=— ——e wees a * 


Sneieeeeiec 
Oc ra re are ~~ = cee en ew ee 





| | 
| | TRANSLATION. 
‘¢ Agamemnon, lord of heroes bade me lead thy daughter home, 
And, for sacrifice to Phcebus, bring the holy hecatomb, 
Thus, O Chryses! for the Danaans that the god we may appease, 
Him that now against th’ Argeians sorrows numberless ‘decrees. 
So he spake ; and to her father then delivered up the maid, 
Round about the well-built altar ; noble gift, to Phoebus paid. 
Then they made the due ablution, waved the barley grains on high : 
Chryses prayed aloud, and lifted both his hands toward the sky. 


‘¢ Hear thou, silver-bowed Apollo, that in Chryse dost delight 
And in holiest Killa, thou that rulest Tenedos with might ! 
| As before thou heard’st me praying, and with honour didst me right, 
And didst sorely hyt the Danaans; _—ihear me once again to-day, 
1 
| 


Yes, to-day from the Achaians shameful ruin ward away. 
Thus he spake his vows: Apollo Pheebus heard him, as he prayed. 
Ended then their supplications, and the barley sprinklings made, 


Who with joy received her. Quickly they the hecatomb arrayed 
| 
| 
| 


First the necks they twisted backward, then they killed the beasts, and flayed ; 


Placing o’er them bits, for Chryses o'er the cloven logs to broil. ) 


Then cut out the thighs, and wrapt them each in fat with double coil, | | 
Glowing wine he poured upon them, _ as they broiled; a goodly band | 


Of the youths stood by assisting, with their five-prong forks in hand. 
Thighs now burned, and entrails tasted, sliced and spitted all the rest, | 
First with skilful care they roast it, then draw off as soon as drest. | 
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When the meal was set, their labour 
Neighbour sharing all with neighbour, 
But when thirst with hunger vanished, 
Crown for all the foaming goblet, 


So the sons of the Achaians 


Soothing with melodious paians 

All day long they sang; Apollo 
When the blazing sun had sunken, 

Then they slept beside the stern-ropes 


But when morning rosy-fingered 


Then they set to sea, returning 
Worker from afar, Apollo 


Then they rigged the mast, and featly 


Saw it belly to the wind, and 


Round the bulwarks of the vessel, 
So when they had made their voyage 
Then they hauled the sable galley 
Propped her strongly, and disperséd 


But the royal son of Peleus 
Ever storming, neither came he 


Nor to battle; but he wasted, 
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well fulfilled at length they ceast; 
lacked not now the social feast. | 
then the youths in order due 
and again their round renew. 

all the livelong day employ, 
Him that can from far destroy ; | 
heard them sing, and heard with joy. : 
and the earth around was dark, | 
of the swiftly-faring bark. 
early dawned upon the coast, | 
to the great Achaian host. | 
sped them with a toward gale. | 
set aloft the gleaming sail, | 
heard the wave’s exulting boom 
as she ran careering home. 

to the great Achaian host, 

high and dry upon the coast, 

each to his appointed post. 

by the winged vessels sate 

to the glory-crowned debate, 

and his heart was dying out, 
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As he staid apart, and yearned 


Time past on, eleven daysprings. 
Zeus their leader, marched in order 
Then from out the waters, Thetis, 
Clad in vapour, scaled high heaven, 
Where, apart from every other, 

On the highest top she found him 
Down she sate before Kronion, 


With her left his knees encircling, 


‘‘ Father Zeus, among immortals, 
I have ever done thee service, 
Honour Thou my son: Thou know'st him, 
Him Atrides, lord of heroes, 
For he robbed his prize, and holds it. 
Counsellor! regard mine offspring, 
Till the host in honour hold him, 


Zeus that drives the clouds of heaven, 
Silent long abode. But Thetis, — 
So again she questioned, clinging 
‘¢ Kither grant it, and confirm it 
Or deny; that I may know, (for 
How among Immortals Thetis 





for the onset and the shout. 


With the twelfth, the gods on high, 
to Olympus in the sky. 

mindful of her son’s behest, 

and the mighty mountain-breast. 


Zeus far-thunderer sate enthroned, 


and the lord in prayer addressed, 


while the right his chin caressed. 


if by deed, or if by word, 

then, let this my prayer be heard ; 
shortest-lived of all that live ; 
now of honour doth deprive, 
Whom despite, Olympian Lord! 
and to Troy the palm award, 


| 
| 
| 
! 
| 
of Olympus many-coned; | 
| 
hold him more than ever great.”’ 


when she ended, silent sate, 


as upon his knees she hung, 


closer than before she clung. 
with the nod that all commands, 


’tis not fear that binds thy hands, ) 
last and least in honour stands.”’ 
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Her in mighty dudgeon answered 
‘Nay, ’tis mischief with a vengeance, 
Well knows Heré how to gall me 
As it is, she alway taunts me, 

And affirms I help the Trojans 
Lest she see thee ; leave the matter 
Well, so be it; to assure thee, 

In the face of the Immortals 

It recedes not, it misleads not, 
Whatsoever I assever 


Then beneath his raven eyebrows 
And the locks ambrosial started 
Huge Olympus reeled beneath him, 


So they two, their counsel taken, 
She from bright Olympus wended, 
All the gods arose revering, 
None presumed unmoved to meet him, 
On his throne he sate before them. 
That the silver-footed Thetis, 
Had been scheming with Kronion ; 


‘© Now with which of the Immortals, 


Thou dost ever hide thy meaning, 
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Zeus, the clouds of heaven who drives. 
husbands to embroil with wives : 

with reproaches from her tongue ; 

the immortal gods among, 

in the fight. But hasten out, 

in my hands to bring about. 

with my head I give the sign: 

greater token none is mine : 

it shall stand accomplishéd, 

with the nodding of my head.” 


Zeus Kronion gave the nod, 
from the temples of the god : 


root and summit, rock and sod. 


parted: to the unfathomed sea 

to his own high palace he. 

in the presence of their sire ; 
none of all th’ immortal choir. 
Nor did Heré need be told 
daughter of the sea-god old 

so with stinging words she spake. 


Trickster, didst thou counsel take ? 
plotted in the dark, from me ; 
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Neither once unasked hast told me 


Then the Sire of gods and mortals. 


Think not thou to know; a labour, 
Whatsoever may be spoken, 
What apart from these I counsel, 


Then in turn addressed him Hera, 
“‘ Offspring dread of ancient Kronos, 
Never, till to-day, I asked thee, 
Alway at thine ease thou couldest 
But to-day, I sorely fear me 
By the silver-footed Thetis, 
Clad in vapour she came near thee ; 
And I trow the vow to honour 
And to doom full many a Danaan 


Zeus that rolls the clouds of heaven, 
** Moonstruck ! thou art ever trowing ; 


After all, it boots thee nothing ; 
So thou hast the worser bargain. 
It was done, because I willed it. 


Lest, if I come near, and on thee 


what Thy stealthy thoughts decree.” 


“‘ Heré, all my deep discourse 
though my wife, beyond thy force. 
god nor man shall sooner learn ; 


pry not, ask not to discern.” 


queenly, with full-orbéd eye, 
wherefore this so strange reply ? 
never pried, to learn thy will; 
all that thou wert pleased fulfil. 
lest thy wisdom be cajoled 
daughter of the sea-god old ; 

of thy knees her arm had hold ; 
swift Achilles past thy lips, 

in the host beside the ships.” 
her addressing answered then. 
never I escape thy ken; 

leaves thee of my heart the less ; 
What, if I the fact confess ? 
Hold thy peace: my word obey; 


these unconquered hands I lay, 





——_——- 
———e 


HOMER. 


ee ee ee ee 
em re cc 


, 99 


doco iovd’, dre xév Tot datrrous yeipas epeiw. 
“Ns par’, dewey 5 Bodris trorma “Hon, 
xal p’ axéovoa xabjoto, érvyvaywaca idov Kijp’ 
ayOncay & ava Sapna Ads Bcot Ovpaviwres. 570 
toiaw 8 "Hoatotos xAvrotréyyns py’ ayopevey, 
parpt pirn érinpa dépwv, NevewdrEvw” Hor 
°H 8 Novyia Epya tad’ éaoerat ovs’ er’ avexta, 
et 69 adem vera Ovntav épdalverov d6be, 
év 5¢ Geotar xodwov eXavveror ovdé Tt Sactos 575 
ea Orrjs Exceras 50s, erred Ta yepelova wiKG. 
pntpt S éya rrapadnpt, xa adrh trep voeovon, 
matpt pir érinpa pépev Aik, dpa pt) adte 
vetxelnor marnp, avy & npyiv daira tapaty. 
eltrep yap x eOéAnow "Orvis aorepoTrnTis 580 
€& edéwy orupenif€ar 6 yap trorv dhéprards éoriv. 
GAA ov Toy éeréeoot Kabdrrecbar paraxoiow 
autix’ ére® traos ’Oddptris éoceras jyiv.” 
“Qs dp’ én, nat dvatkas Séras audicvreddov 
pntpl plry év xeupt ribet, nal piv mpocteutrev” 585 
“ Tétrabi, pitep €un, Kat avacyeo, cndopevn rep, 
pn oe, hlirnv wep odcar, ev dh0adpoiow wpa 
Gewvonévny, tore § obre Suvjcopat, GYVUMEVOS TEP, 
Xparcpelir apyadéos yap ’'Ordvprreos dvripépec Oat. 
On yap we wal Gddor’ dreFiuevar peuadra 590 
pire, trodes tetaywv, atrd Bndod OeatrecwoL0* 





TRANSLATION. 141 | 
All the gods that hold Olympus nought avail thee here to-day.’ 
Trembling Here sate, and silent (queenly with full orbéd eye) | 
Curbed her inward soul. Resentment —vext the gods that rule the sky, 
In their Father’s hall. Hephaistos, artist famed, with filial plan 
Fain to do his mother pleasure, white-armed Heré, next began. 


‘‘ Truly here is mischief brewing, 
If ye twain, for mortals wrangling, 
Vain the pleasure of the banquet, 
Mother! I advise (albeit 
Do my Father’s pleasure ; lest with 
And perturb our feast. For what, should 
Choose to hurl us from our stations ? 
Come, with gentle words beguile him; 

He had said ; and, quickly rising, 
In his mother’s hands; then further 
Mother mine, against thy trouble; 
Smit with stripes we sadly see thee, 
Vain would be our love: Olympian 
How he seized me, when I came to 


Caught me by the foot, and hurled me 


rr oe re ee 


mischief we can never bear, 
strife and din in heav’n prepare. 
if the part of fools prevail, 

thine own wisdom never fail), 
brawling he the gods assail, 
Zeus Olympian, flashing light, 
First is he by far in might. 

he will take such words aright.”’ 
placed the double-goblet cup 
spake. “‘ Be patient, and bear up 
lest that here, the gods before, 
and in vain thy case deplore ; 
Zeus is hard to cope withal. 

aid thee in that olden brawl, 
from the gate of heav’n to fall ; 
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From the morn I fell, and fell; and 
Lighted down in craggy Lemnos : 
But it chanced the men of Sinte 

Thus he spake. On him the goddess, 
And with hand outstretched, in smiling, 
All the gods he deftly serving 
As from left to right he travelled 
Then among the blest Immortals 
When they saw divine Hephaistos 

So, until the sun’s declining, 
Neither lacked the social dining, 
In the hand of great Apollo, 
While he plays, to pour in answer 

But the blazing sun descended ; 
Each to his own mansion wended, 
That the maimed and famed Hephaistos 
Zeus Olympian, lord of lightning, 
Slumber soft had bound him. Heré 


TRANSLATION. 








only with the close of day 

all my life had ebbed away, 
picked me up from where I lay. 
white-armed Heré, softly smiled ; 
took the goblet from her child. 
from the bow] sweet nectar drew, 
step by step in order due. 

burst the laughter uncontrolled, 
limp along the halls of gold. 

held they on carousing still : 

nor the lyre’s enchanted skill 

nor the Muses, that rejoice, 
liquid notes with sweetest voice. 
each to home and rest inclined ; 
mansion fair, for each designed, 
builded with his skilful mind. 
sought the couch, where many a day 


golden-throned beside him lay. 


1861. 
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Worace to Lydia. 
Op. III. 9. 


Horace. Donec gratus eram tibi, 
Nec quisquam potior brachia candide 
Cervici juvenis dabat ; 


Persarum vigui rege beatior. 


Lypra. — Donec non alia magis 
Arsisti, neque erat Lydia post Chloen ; 
Multi Lydia nominis, 
Romana vigui clarior Ilia. 


Horacg. Me nunc Thresea regit Chloe, 
Dulces docta modos, et cithare sciens ; 


Pro qué non metuam mori, 


Si parcent anime fata superstiti. 
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LyDIA. 


Hor. 
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TRANSLATION. 


While no more welcome arms could twine 
Around thy snowy neck, than mine; 
Thy smile, thy heart, while I possest, 


Not Persia’s monarch lived as blest. 


While thou didst feel no rival flame, 
Nor Lydia next to Chloe came ; 
O then thy Lydia’s echoing name 


Excelled e’en Ilia’s Roman fame. 


Me now Threician Chloe sways, 
Skilled in soft lyre and softer lays ; 
My forfeit life I'll freely give, 


So she, my better life, may live. 





HORACE. 
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Lypta. Me torret face mutua 
Thurini Calais filius Ornyti ; 
Pro quo bis patiar mori 


Si parcent puero fata superstiti. 


Horace. Quid si prisca redit Venus, 
Diductosque jugo cogit aheneo ; 
Si flava excutitur Chloe, 
Rejecteeque patet janua Lydie ? 


LypIa. Quanquam sidere pulchrior 
Ille est ; tu levior cortice, et improbo 


Tracundior Adria; 


Tecum vivere amem, tecum obeam libens. 
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Lyp1Aa. The son of Ornytus inspires 
My burning breast with mutual fires ; 
T’ll face two several deaths with joy, 


So Fate but spare my Thurian boy. 


Hor. What, if our ancient love awoke, 
And bound us with its golden yoke ; 
If auburn Chloe I resign, 


And Lydia once again be mine? 


Lypta. Though brighter than a star is he, 
Thou, rougher than the Adrian sea, 
And fickle as light bark; yet I 
With thee would live, with thee would die. 


1858. 
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Catullus to Hesdia. 


Carm. LI. 


ILLE mi par esse deo videtur, 
Ille, si fas est, superare divos, 
Qui sedens adversus identidem te 


Spectat et audit 


Dulce ridentem. Misero quod omnes 
Eripit sensus mihi; nam simul te, 


Lesbia aspexi, nihil est super mi. 
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Him loftier yet, if loftier be, 
Who, Lesbia, sits before thy face, 


| 
| 
Him rival to the gods I place, 
Who listens and who looks on thee; 


Doth all my sense consign to death ; 
For when thou dawnest on my sight, 


| 
Thee smiling soft. Yet this delight 
Ah wretched! flits my labouring breath.* 
| 
| 


* By borrowing from the beautiful Ode of Sappho, which is the 
prototype if not the original of Catullus, I have filled up the gap, in 
the sense as well as in the metre, which the Latin presents to us. 

| The first stanza of the Greek closes thus— 

| Bpoxews pe hwvas 

| 
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Lingua sed torpet: tenuis sub artus | 
Flamma dimanat: sonitu suopte 
Tintinant aures; gemina teguntur | 


Lumina nocte. 


Otio exultas, nimiumque gestis : 
Otium et reges prius, et beatas 


| 
{ 
Otium, Catulle, tibi molestum est ; | 
| Perdidit urbes. 
| 
| 
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My tongue is palsied. Subtly hid 
Fire creeps me through from limb to limb: 
My loud ears tingle all unbid : 


Twin clouds of night mine eyes bedim. 


Ease is thy plague; ease makes thee void, 
Catullus, with these vacant hours, 
And wanton: ease, that hath destroyed 
Great kings, and states with all their powers. 
1859. 


Worace to Pyrrda. | \ 
Op. I. 5. 


Quis multa gracilis te puer in rosa 
Perfusus liquidis urget odoribus 
Grato, Pyrrha sub antro? 


Cui flavam religas comam 


Mutatosque deos flebit, et aspera 
Nigris equora ventis 


Emirabitur insolens, 


Qui nunc te fruitur credulus aurea, 
Qui semper vacuam, semper amabilem 


Sperat, nescius aur 
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Simplex munditiis? Heu quoties fidem | 
Fallacis. Miseri, quibus ; 


Intentata nites. Me tabula sacer 
Votiva paries indicat uvida 


Vestimenta potenti 
Suspendisse maris deo. 


| 
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Waart scented stripling, Pyrrha, wooes thee now 
In pleasant cavern, all with roses fair ? 
For whom those yellow tresses bindest thou 


With simple care ? 


Full oft shall he thine altered faith bewail, 
His altered gods; and his unwonted gaze 
Shall watch the waters darken to the gale 
In wild amaze. 


Who now believing gloats on golden charms ; 
Who hopes thee ever kind and ever void ; 
Nor, hapless! knows the changeful wind’s alarms, 
Nor thee, untried. 


For me, let Neptune’s temple-wall declare 
How, safe-escaped, in votive offering 
My dripping garments own, suspended there, 
Him Ocean-king. 
1859. 





= s me ee ae ee ~ 


Cgolino. 
InFERNO, C. XXXIII. 1—78. 


La bocca sollevd dal fiero pasto 
Quel peccator, forbendola ai capelli 
Del capo ch’ egli avea diretro guasto. 
Poi comincid; tu vuoi ch’ io rinnovelli 
Disperato dolor, che il cuor mi preme 
Gia pur pensando pria ch’ io ne favelli. 
Ma se le mie parole esser den seme 
Che frutti infamia al traditor ch’ io rodo, 
Parlare e lagrimar vedrai insieme. 
To non so chi tu se’, né per gual modo 
Venuto se’ quaggit ; ma Fiorentino 
Mi sembri veramente, quand’ io t’ odo. 
Tu dei saper, ch’ io fui ‘! conte Ugolino ; 
E questi l’ Arcivescovo Ruggieri : 
Or ti dird, perch’ io son tal vicino. 
Che per I’ effetto de’ suo’ ma’ pensieri, 
Fidandomi di lui, io fossi preso 
E poscia morto, dir non é mestieri. 
Perd, quel che non puoi avere inteso, 
Civé, come la morte mia fu cruda, 
Udirai, e saprai se m’ ha offeso. 
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THE grim offender from his savage feast 
Lifted his mouth ; and wiped it with the hair 
Of th’ head unseemly mauled that he released ; 
Then thus began. ‘Am I anew to bear 
Desperate grief, that weighs my heart adown, 
Even as I think on what I shall declare? 
Yet, if my words may, as a seed is sown, | 
Bring shame to the foul traitor that I gnaw, 
In weeping I will speak. One all unknown | 
Thou com’st: unknown, by what decree or law . 
Thus low thovfdidst descend: but Florentine 
IT guess thy race, by what I heard, not saw. | 
Thou hast to learn, J was Count Ugoline: 
He, Roger, hight Archbishop. Now I tell 
| The cause of this ill neighbourship of mine. 
| How by his evil thought’s effect it fell, 
| That I, in him confiding, was ensnared 
| And put to death, thou, all men, know full well. 
But what to boot I trow thou hast not heard, 
| The manner of my death how horrible, 
| Hear now ; and judge, if ill by him I fared. | 
: 
| 
& 





Breve pertugio dentro dalla muda 
La qual per me ha il titol della Fame, 
E’ n che conviene ancor ch’ altri si chiuda, 
M”’ avea mostrato per lo suo forame 
Pid lune gia, quand’ io feci ’1 mal sonno 
Che del futuro mi squarcid ’1 velame. 
Questi pareva a me maestro e donno 
Cacciando il lupo e i lupicini al monte 
Perche i Pisan’ veder Lucca non ponno. 
Con cagne mapre, studiose, e conte, 
Gualandi con Sismondi e con Lanfranchi 
8’ avea messi dinanzi dalla fronte. 
Tn picciol corso mi pareano stanchi 
Lo padre e i figli, e con |’ agute sane 
Mi parea lor veder fender li fianchi. 
Quand’ io fui desto innanzi la dimane, 
Pianger senti’ fra ’1 sonno i miei figliuoli, 
Ch’ eran con meco, e dimandar del pane. 
Ben se’ crudel, se tu gia non ti duoli, 
Pensando cid che al mio cuor s’ annunziava : 
E se non piangi, di ché pianger suoli? 
Gia eran desti; e |’ ora 8’ appressava 
Che ’1 cibo ne soleva esser addotto, 
E per suo s@gno ciascun dubitava. 
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A narrow orifice within the cell 
(Which yet from me, they call the Famine Jail, 
And wherein others, after me, must dwell,) 

Had shewn me many moons both wax and fail 
Through its dim passage, when I slept the sleep 
That rent in twain the future’s darksome veil. 

A mighty lord, He seemed the plain to sweep, 
Chasing the wolf and cubs toward the hill 
Which Luccan towers from Pisan eyes doth keep. 

With dogs high-bred and lean, of eager skill, 
By the Gualandi the Sismondi rides, 

And the Lanfranchi helps his train to fill. 

Too short, too short the wasting strength abides 
| 
| 
| 





Of sire or sons: I seemed to see the stroke, 

As the keen fangs dug through the weltering sides. 
When I the first, ere break of morn, awoke, 

T heard my sons moan faintly in their sleep 

That with me dwelt, and bread for life invoke. 


Oh thou art hard, if careless yet thou keep, oe 
Learning the then sad presage of my thought ! a 
Oh weep for this, if aught can make thee weep. | | 

The wonted hour for victuals to be brought | 
Was near at hand: they were awake, and stirred ; | 
But each one, for his dream, was vexed with doubt. 

| 





All’ orribile torre: ond’ io guardai 

Nel viso a’ mie’ figliuoli senza far motto: 
Io non piangeva, si dentro impietrai : 

Piangevan elli: ed Anselmuccio mio 

Disse: Tu guardi si, padre; che hai? 
Pero non lagrimai: ne rispos’ io 

Tutto quel giorno, ne la notte appresso, 

Infin che I’ altro Sol nel mondo uscio. 
Come un poco di raggio si fu messo 

Nel doloroso carcere, ed io scorsi 

Per quattro visi il mio aspetto stesso, 
Ambo le mani per dolor mi morsi: 

E quei, pensando ch’ io ’! fessi per voglia 

Di manicar, di subito levorsi, 
E disser: Padre, assai ci fia men doglia 

Se tu mangi di noi: tu ne vestisti 

Queste misere carni, e tu le spoglia. 
Quetami allor, per non farli pid tristi: 

Quel di, e I’ altro, stemmo tutti muti: 

Ahi dura terra, perche non t’ apristi ? 
Posciache fummo al quarto di venuti, 

Gaddo mi si gittd disteso a’ piedi, 

Dicendo: Padre mio, che non m’ ajuti ? 
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Aye then, the doorway locked beneath I heard 
Of that infernal tower: I gazed upon 
The faces of my sons without a word. 

I wept not; inwardly I turned to stone: 
They wept: and first my dearling Anselm said, 


‘¢ What ails thee, Father? such thy look is grown?” 


I shed no tear for this: nor answeréd 
All that same day: nor till the night was gone: 
At last, another sun was overhead. 

Then, as a scanty ray of light there shone 
Into the doleful dungeon, and I read 
In their four aspects what must be mine own, 

I bit both hands for anguish, hard bestead : 
But they, misdeeming it was for distress 
Of hunger, in a moment rose, and said, 

‘‘ Feed, Father dear, on us, so we the less 
Shall grieve: do thou, who didst our flesh bestow, 
Strip off these miserable limbs their dress.”’ 

I held my peace ; words had but fed their woe. 
Mute that day, mute the next, did we abide; 
Merciless earth, that didst not yawn below ! 

But when there came another morning tide 
Then Gaddo fell; and, by my feet reclined, 


“‘ My Father, wherefore help’st me not?”’ he cried ; 


160 DANTE. 


Quiyi mori: e, come tu mi Vedi, 

Vid’ io cascar li tre ad uno ad uno, 

Tra ’l quinto di e ’] sesto: ond’ io mi diedi 
Gia cieco a brancolar sopra ciascuno, 

E due di gli chiamai poiche fur morti: 

Poscia, pit che ’] dolor poté ’] digiuno.” 
Quand’ ebbe detto cid, con gli occhi torti 

Riprese ’] teschio misero co’ denti 

Che furo all’ osso, come d’ un can, forti. 
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And lived no more. I, whom they left behind, 
I saw those three fall slowly, one by one, 
In the fifth day and sixth: and, now all blind, 

I groped about me after every son: 
Two days I called upon their names, though dead; 
Then, grief was worsted, and the Famine won.” 

With savage glance awry, when he had said, 
He griped anew the wretched scull; his teeth 
Sharp as a mastiff’s on that caitiff head. 


1837. 
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The Lord’s Praper. 
Purearorio, C. XI. 1—21. 


O PanbreE nostro, che ne’ cieli stai, 
Non circoscritto, ma per pid amore 
Ch’ a’ primi effetti di lassi tu hai; 

Lodato sia ’] tuo nome e ’] tuo valore 
Da ogni creatura, com’ é degno 
Di render grazie al tuo dolce vapore. 

Vegna ver noi la pace del tuo regno, 

Che noi ad essa non potem da noi, 
S’ ella non vien, con tutto nostro ’ngegno. 

Come del suo voler gli angeli tuoi 
Fan sagrificio cantando Osanna, 

Cosi facciano gli uomini de’ suoi. 

Da oggi a noi la cotidiana manna, 

Senza la qual per quest’ aspro diserto 
A retro va chi pit di gir s’ affanna. 

E come noi lo mal ch’ avem sofferto 
Perdoniamo a ciascuno, e tu perdona 
Benigno, e non guardar al nostro merto. 

Nostra virti, che di leggier s’ adona, 

Non spermentar con |’ antico avversaro, 
Ma libera da lui, che si la sprona. 
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O Faruer ours, that dwellest in the sky, 
Not circumscribed, but for Thy love intense 
To Thy first Emanations there on high; 
Let each and every creature that hath sense 
Praise Thee, Thy name, Thy goodness, as ‘tis fit 
They render thanks for Thy warm effluence. 
Thy kingdom come; Thy peace too come with it, 
Which, if it come not by Thy gift divine, 
Comes not to us by strength of human wit. 
As of their wills the angel Powers to Thine, 
Chanting Hosanna, render sacrifice ; 
So may we men our human wills resign. 
Each day give daily manna from the skies, 
Without the which, in this rough desert place 
He backward slides who forward busiest hies. 
And as we pardon each to each, efface 
And blot away, benign, our heavier debt, 
Nor hold our ill deserts before Thy face. 
Our virtue, weak and easily beset, 
Oh hazard not with the inveterate foe 
That vexeth sore; but free us from his net. 
1835. 


Speech of Piccarda. 


Parapiso, c. III. 70—87. 


FraTE, la nostra volontaé quieta 
Virtad di carita; che fa volerne 


Sol quel ch’ avemo ; e d’ altro non ci asseta. 


Se disiassimo easer pid superne 
Foran discordi gli nostri disiri 
Dal voler di Colui, che qui ne cerne. 
Che vedrai non capere in questi giri, 
S’ essere in caritate é qui necesse, 
E se la sua natura ben rimin. 
Anzi é formale ad esto beato esse 
Tenersi dentro alla divina voglia, 
Perch’ una fansi nostre voglie stesse. 
Si che, come noi siam di soglia in soglia 
Per questo regno, a tutto ’] regno piace, 


Com’ allo Re, ch’ in suo voler ne ’nvoglia. 


In la sua volontade é nostra pace: 
Ella é quel mare, al qual tutto si muove 
Cid ch’ ella cria, o che Natura face. 
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Love by his virtue, Brother, hath appeased 

Our several wills: he causeth us to will 

But what we have, all other longings eased. 
Did we desire a region loftier still, 

Such our desire were dissonant from His, 

Who bade us each our several stations fill: 
A thing impossible in these spheres of bliss 

If whoso dwelleth here, in Love alone 

Must dwell, and if Love’s nature well thou wis. 
Within the will Divine to set our own 

Is of the essence of this Being blest, 

For that our wills to one with His be grown. 
So, as we stand throughout the realms of rest, 

From stage to stage, our pleasure is the King’s, 

Whose will our will informs, by Him imprest. 
In His Will is our peace. To this all things 

By Him created, or by Nature made, 

As to a central Sea, self-motion brings. 


1835. 


MANZONI. 


Xn FPHorte di Napoleone. 


ODE 


DI ALESSANDRO MANZONI. 


1. 


E1 fu; siccome immobile, 
Dato il mortal sospiro, 
Stette la spoglia immemore 
Orba di tanto spiro, 

Cosi percossa, attonita 

La Terra al nunzio sta ; 
Muta pensando all’ ultima 
Ora dell’ Uom fatale, 
Né sa quando una simile 
Orma di pié mortale 

La sua cruenta polvere 

A calpestar verra. 
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ODE 


®On the Death of Naroleon. 


1. 


He died; As in the senseless clay 
No stir of life was left, 
When, drawn the mortal sigh, it lay 
Of such a soul bereft, 
So, at the tidings thunderstruck 
And pensive, Earth remains: 
And muses o’er the dying hour 
And o’er the Child of Fate, 
Nor knows if ever such a Power 
Again shall desolate 
With like deep track of wounds and stains 
Her blood-red plains. 
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2. 


Lui sfolgorante in soglio 
Vide il mio genio, e tacque ; 
Quando con voce assidua 
Cadde, risorse, e giacque, 
Di mille voci al sonito 
Mista la sua non ha; 
Vergin di servo encomio, 
E di codardo oltraggio ; 
Sorge or ceommosso, al subito 
Sparir di tanto raggio, 
E scioglie all’ urna un cantico 
Che forse non morra. 


3. 


Dall’ Alpi alle Piramidi, 
Dal Mansanare al Reno, 
Di quel securo il fulmine 
Tenea dietro al baleno ; 

Scoppid da Scilla al Tanai, 

Dall’ uno al altro mar. 
Fu vera gloria? Ai posteri 
L’ ardua sentenza. Nui 
Chiniam la fronte al Massimo 
Fattor, che volle in Lui 

Del Creator Suo Spirito 

Pid vasta orma stampar. 
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Hin, blazing from his throne, to see 
My soul in silence bore ; 


When with quick change he fell, and rose, 
And fell to rise no more ; 
Amidst a thousand voices’ throng, 
Hers went not up on high, 
No slavish adulation stored, 
No dastard slander poured ; 


Is quenched in sudden night, 
And utters o’er his urn a song 


But stirs and wakes, when such a light 
That haply shall not die. 
3. 


From Alp to farthest Pyramid, 
From Rhine to Mansanar, 
How sure his lightning’s flash foretold 
His thunderbolts of war ! 
To Don from Scilla’s height they roar, 
From North to Southern shore. 
And this was glory? After-men, 
Judge the dark problem. Low 
We to the Mighty Maker bend 
The while, Who planned to show 
What vaster mould Creative Will 
With him could fill. 
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4. 


La procellosa e trepida 
Gioja d’ un gran disegno, 
L’ ansia d’ un cuor, che indocile 
Ferve pensando al regno, 
E ’| giunge, e tiene un premio 
Ch’ era follia sperar, 
Tutto ei provd: la gloria 
Maggior dopo il periglio, 
La fuga, e la vittoria, 
La reggia, e ’| triste esiglio, 
Due volte nella polvere, 
Due volte su gli altar. 


dD. 


Ei si nomd: due secoli, 
L’ un contro I’ altro armato, 
Sommessi a lui si volsero 
Come aspettando il fato: 

Ei fe’ silenzio, ed arbitro 

S’ assise in mezzo a lor; 
Ei sparve : e i di nell’ ozio 
Chiuse in si breve sponda, 
Segno d’ immensa invidia, 
E di pietd profonda, 

D’ inestinguibil’ odio, 

E d’ indomato amor. 


ee 











ar SS + Snes Sn 


| 
| TRANSLATION. 171 | 





| : 
| ‘ 
The joy, that o’er some brave design 
With thrill tumultuous yearns ; 
The craving of a heart that, wild 
With thought of Empire, burns, 
And gains, and holds, the prize it seemed 
But madness to have dreamed ; 
He knew all this, and glory too, 
By peril heightened, knew, 
The Exile’s gloom, the Victor’s glare, 
The palace or the hut his share, 
Twice bit the dust, twice scaled in might 
The altar’s height. 


¢ 5. 


He dawns; two Ages, arméd each 
Against the other, stand ; 
To him they bend, their doom beseech 
Submissive from his hand ; 
He bids be still, and sits betwixt, 
The Arbiter of Fate : 
He wanes; an islet’s bounds inclose 
His terrible repose ; 
Him Envy’s far-drawn arrows wound, 
Him Pity’s gaze profound 
Pursues, him Love unconquered, mixt 
With deathless Hate. 








] 
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6. 


Come sul capo al naufrago 
L’ onda s’ avvolve, e pesa, 
L’ onda su cui del misero 
Alta pur dianzi e tesa 

Scorrea la vista a scernere 

Prode remote invan ; 
Tal su quell’ alma il cumulo 
Delle memorie scese ; 
Oh! quante volte ai posteri 
Narrar se stesso imprese, 

E sulle eterne pagine 

Cadde la stanca man ! 


7 © 


Oh! quante volte, al tacito 
Morir d’ un giorno inerte, 
Chinati 1 rai fulminei, 
Le braccia al seu conserte, 
Stette, e dei di che furono 
L’ assalse il souvenir. 
Ei ripensd le mobili 
Tende, e i percossi valli, 
E il lampo dei manipoli, 
E I’ onda dei cavalli, 
E il concitato imperio, 
E il celere obbedir. 
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As on the shipwrecked mariner 
The weltering wave’s descent— 
The wave, o’er which, a moment since, 
For distant shores he bent 
And bent in vain, his eager eye ; 
So on that stricken head 
Came whelming down the mighty Past. 
How often did his pen 
Essay to tell the wondrous tale 
For after times and men, 
And o’er the lines that could not die 
His hand lay dead. 


eo 7 

How often, as the listless day 
In silence died away, 
He stood with lightning eye deprest, 
And arms across his breast, 

And bygone years, in rushing train, 

Smote on his soul amain : 
The breezy tents he seemed to see, 
And the battering cannon’s course, 
And the flashing of the infantry, 
And the torrent of the horse, 

And, obeyed as soon as heard, 

Th’ ecstatic word. 
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8. 


Ahi! forse a tanto strazio 
Cadde lo spirto anelo, 
E disperd; ma valida 
Venne un man dal cielo, 
E in pit spirabil aere 
Pietosa il trasporto ; 
E I avvid su i floridi 


| 
| 
| 
| 
Sentier della speranza, 
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Ai campi eterni, al premio 
Che i desiderii avanza, 
Ov’ é silenzio e tenebre 
La gloria che passd. 


9. 


: 
| 
Bella, immortal, benefica 
Fede, ai trionfi avvezza, 
Scrivi ancor questo ; allegrati : 
Che pit superba altezza 
Al disonor del Golgota 
Giammai non si chind. 
Tu dalle stanche ceneri 
Sperdi ogni ria parola ; 
Il Dio, che atterra e suscita, 
Che affanna e che consola, 
Sulla deserta coltrice 
Accanto a lui posd. 





TRANSLATION. 


8. 


Haply, by that wild struggle riven 
The panting heart had failed 
In cold despair; but help from Heaven 
Descended and prevailed, 
And raised him up, and pitying bare 
Into a genial air, 
And oared him on the flowery ways 
Of Hope, and bade aspire 
To those blest plains, and to the prize 
That passes all desire, 
Where darkly sinks in silence down 
Earth’s brief renown. 


9. 


O fair, O deathless, O benign, 
O still victorious Faith, 
This triumph reckon too for thine 
With joy; for ne’er in Death 
A sterner pride hath stooped to woo 
The shame of Golgotha : 
From his outwearied ashes warn 
Each word of wrath and scorn : 
The God, that gives or eases pain, 
That smites, and lifts again, 
On that lone couch, in that dark day, 


Beside him lay. 1861. 
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Der Graf von Habsburg, 


Su Aachen, in feiner Kaiferpraddht, 
Im alterthimlicden Saale, 
Saf Konig RMudolphs Heilige Macht 
Beym feftliden Krdnungsmable. 
Die Speifen trug der Pfalsgraf des MHheins, 
G8 (dente der BSHme de8 perlenden Weins, 
| Und alle die Wahler, die Sieben, 
| Wie der Sterne Chor um die Sonne {th ftellt, 
Umftanden gefchaftig den Herrfdher der Welt, 


Die Wiirde des WUmtes gu iiben. 


Und rings erfirllte den Hohen Balfon 
Das Volk in freud’ gem Gedrange ; | 
Laut mifdte fich in der Pofaunen Ton \ 
Das jaudzende Rufen der Menge ; \ 
Denn geendigt nad) langenr verderbliden Streit 
War die Faiferlofe, die fchredlide Beit ; 
Und ein Richter war wieder auf Erden. 
Nicht blind mehr waltet der eiferne Speer, 
Nicht fiirehtet der Schwache, der Friedliche mehr, 
Des MaAdhtigen Beute zu werden. 
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The Count of Wapsburgh. 


THe ancient hall of Aix was bright; 
The Coronation-board beside 

Sate King Rodolph’s anointed might, 
In Kaiser’s pomp and pride: 

His meat was served by the Palatine, 

Bohemia poured the sparkling wine ; 


rt me le bE eR i Ee a 


The Seven Electors every one 
Stood, fast about the wide-world’s King, 
Each his high function following, 

Like the planets round the sun. 


The people, in their joyous throng, 
The galleries o’er him crowd, 

And the wild trumpet’s tone prolong 
With acclamations loud; 

The kingless time is brought to close, 

The desperate struggle to repose, 


A 


Earth has a Judge again to-day ; 
No more prevails the iron spear, 
Nor the feeble and the peaceful fear 

To be the mighty’s prey. 
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SCHILLER. 


Und ber Raifer ergreift den golo’nen Pofal, 
Und fpricht mit gufriedenen Bliden: 


Mein Edniglidy Herg gu entziiden; 


SPN ATARI RIS 
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Dod) den Sanger vermif’ ich, den Bringer der Luft, 


| 
| 
poh! glanget das Feft, wohl pranget das Mahl, | 


Der mit fafem Mlang mir bervege die Brut, 
Und mit gdttlich erhabenen Lehren. 

Go hab’ ich’s gehalten von Jugend an, 

Und was ich alé Ritter gepflegt und gethan, 
Nicht will ich’s al Maifer enthehren.” 


Und feh ! in der Firrften umgebenden Kreis 
Rrat ber Sanger in langem Talare, 

Shm glingte die Locke (ilberweif, 
Gebleicht von der Fille der Sabre. 


pOuper Wohllaut fehlaft in der Saiten Gold; | 
| 
| 


Der Sanger fingt von der Minne Sold, 
Gr preifet da& Hddhfte, das Bete, 


Was das Herz fich wiinfdht, was der Sinn begehrt; 


Doch fage, was ift des Kaifers werth 
An feinem Herrlichften Fefte 


The Kaiser grasped the golden cup, 
And spake with aspect gladdening all; 
‘‘ Well shews the board, and my heart leaps up, 
Well shines the festival : 
Yet I miss the Bard that should bring delight. 
And stir my breast with music’s might, 
And teach me with the god-given strain ; 
From youth I ever held it so, 
And what the Knight was used to do 
The Kaiser shall retain.” 


Then forward stepped, amidst the Peers, 
In flowing vest the minstrel dight ; 
His bleachéd locks with length of years 


Were gleaming silver-white. 


Of love’s reward the minstrel sings, 
The highest and the best extols 

That sense desires, or heart can pray ; 

But what can beseem the Kaiser, say, 


| 

| 

| 

| 
| 
‘‘ Sweet music sleeps in the golden strings, 
And the crown of festivals ?”’ | 
| 





_ Miche gebleten werd’ id) dem Sanger,’ fpridt 
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Der Herridher mit lachelndem Munde, 
Sx fleht in des grdferen Herren Pflidt, 
Gr gehoreht der gebietenders Stunde : 
Wie in den Vaften der Sturmiwind fauft, 
Man weif nicht, vor wannen er fommt und brauff, 
Wie der Ouel aus verborgenen Tefen. 
So des Gangers Med aus dem Snnern (halt, 
Und weet der dunfeln Gefiihle Gewalt, 
Die im Herzen wunderbar fcjliefen.” 


——n 


Und ber Ganger rafdh in die Gaiten fallt 
Und beginnt fle mactig gu fdlagen: 

Auf Waidwerk hinaus ritt ein edler Held, 
Den flichtigen Gemsbok zu jagen. 

Ihm folgte der Knapp mit dem Sagergefdop, 

Und alé er auf feinem ftattlichen oF 
Jn eine Mu fommt geritten, 

Gin Glddlein Hirt er Elingen fern, 

Gin Priefter war's mit dem Leih des Herrn ; 
Voran fam der Mefner gefchritten.” 
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“‘ T will not bind the minstrel’s power,” 
With smiling lips the Sovran says: 
‘“‘ He serves a higher lord; the hour, 
As it prompts him, he obeys: 
Like as in air the whirlwind blows, 
And we know not whence its blast arose, 
Or fountains from the hidden deep; 
The minstrel’s song from within him springs, 
And stirs the dim imaginings 


That in his bosom sleep.” 


And the Bard he falls to the chords apace, 
And strikes them with a master’s might. 

‘<The chamois o’er the wild to chase, 
Went forth a noble Knight. 

A varlet with his rifle rode ; 

A stately steed himself bestrode ; 
His path across a meadow ran ; 

But a tinkling bell from far he hears, 

And, with the Host, a Priest appears, 
Behind his Sacristan. 
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Und ver Graf gur Srde fic) neiget bin, 
Das Haupt mit Demuth enthldget, 

Su verehren mit gldubigem Ghrijtenfinn 
Was alle Menfchen erldfet, 

Gin Bacdhlein aber raufdhte durdhs Feld 

Von des Giehbachs reifenden Fluthen ge(hwellt, 
Das Hemmte der Wanderer Tritte, 

Und bevfeit’ legt fener dad Gaframent, 

Bon den Giifien gieht ex die Sdube behend, 
Damit er bas Bachlein durcyfchritte./ 


Was fchaffft du’ redet der Graf ihn an, 
Der ihn verwundert betrachtet. 

wHerr, id walle gu einem fterbenden Mann, 
Der nach der Himmelsfoft (chmachtet ; 

Und da ich mid) nabe de8 Baches Steg, 

Da hat ihn der ftrdmende GieHhach Himweg 
Sm Strudel der Wellen geriffen. 

Drum, daf bem Lechzenden werde fein Heil, 

So will ich das Mafferlein jegt in Gil’ 
Durdwaten mit nadenden Fifen.” 
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‘‘ Then straight the Count to earth bows down, 
And bares his head in reverent thought, 
With faithful Christian sense to own 
What our redemption bought. 
A streamlet ran that field along ; 
But now, from Giessbach hoarse and strong, 
High-swollen, it stopped the traveller’s way: 
The Priest he laid the Host aside, 
And from his feet the shoes untied, 
To pass without delay. 


‘< “What dost thou?’ So the Count began, 
Entranced in wonder as he stood. 

‘ My Lord, I go to a dying man, 
That longs for the heavenly food ; 

But the plank, across the brook that lay, 

The Giessbach’s flood hath borne away, 
Whirled in his waves’ tumultuous mass ; 

Yet, lest the soul that yearns to feed 

Should famish, through the stream with speed 
My naked feet shall pass.’ 
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Da fegt ifu der Graf auf fein ritterlidh Pferd, 
Und reicht ihm die pracdtigen Siume, 
Daf er labe den Kranken, der fein begehrt, 
Und bie heilige Pflicht nicht oerfaume. 
lind er felber auf feineds Knappen Thier 
Pergniiget nocd weiter de8 Sagens Begier ; 
Der Andre die Reife vollfihret, 
Und am ndchften Morgen mit dankendem Blicd 
Da bringt er dem Grafen fein RoF zuriid, 
Hefcheiden am Zigel gefihret.” 


pict wolle bas Gott,” rief mit Demuthfinn 
Der Graf, ,baf gum Streiten und Fagen 

Das RoF ich befdhritte firderhin, 
Das meinen Sehdpfer getragen. 

Und magft du’s nicht Saben zu eig’nem Gewinnft, 

Go bleibt ¢8 gewidmet dem gottlicen Dienft ; 
Denn ich hab’ ¢& dem fa gegeben, 

Bon dem id) Shre und irdifdhes Gut 

Bu Leben trage und Leib und Blut 
Und Seele und Athem und Leben.” 
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| | 
| ‘* He set the Priest on his lordly steed, 
He gave him the embroidered rein, 
| That he might help the sick man’s need, 
Nor holy rite undone remain. 
He, mounted in his varlet’s place, 
Fills full the pleasure of the chase ; 
But the Priest, his work and journey done, 
With careful hand and thankful face 
Leads back the charger to the place 
i 


Before the morning sun. 


The Count, ‘ that or for fight or chase 
I e’er again the horse bestride 

That bore my Saviour’s grace. 
And, if for use he may not be thine, 
I give him up to use divine ; 

I give my gallant steed to Him, 
From whom my honour and earthly good 
I hold on loan, my soul and blood, 

My breath, and life, and limb.’ 


| ** * Now God forbid,’ right humbly cried 
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OO mdg’ aud) Gott, der allmactige Hort, 

Der das Flehen der Sahwachen erhodret, 

Su Ghren Euch bringen Sier und dort, 

Go wie ihr jest ihn geehret. 

Ihr feyd ein machtiger Graf, befannt 
Durch ritterlic) Walten im Sdrweizerland ; 

Guch blihn fechs liebliche Toehter. - 

So migen fie,” rief ex begeiftert aus, ! 
SekhS Kronen euch) bringen in euer Haus, 

Und glangen bie (pat’ften Gefchlecdter | 
| 
| 
| 


Und mit finnendem Haupt {af der Raifer da, 
ALS dadjt’ ex vergangener Seiten : 

Sewt, da ex dem Ganger ing Auge fab, 
Da ergreift ihn der Worte Bedeuten. 

Die Sige de Priefters erfennt er (nel, 

Und verbirgt der Thranen ftirgenden Quel 
Sn de8 Mantels purpurnen Falten. 

Und alles blidte den Raijer an, 

Und erfannte den Grafen, der das gethan, | 
Und verebhrte das gittlide Walten. | 


‘ 
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‘‘ He set the Priest on his lordly steed, 
He gave him the embroidered rein, 
That he might help the sick man’s need, 
Nor holy rite undone remain. 
He, mounted in his varlet’s place, 
Fills full the pleasure of the chase ; 
But the Priest, his work and journey done, 
With careful hand and thankful face 
Leads back the charger to the place 


Before the morning sun. 


‘* ¢ Now God forbid,’ right humbly cried 
The Count, ‘ that or for fight or chase 
I e’er again the horse bestride 
That bore my Saviour’s grace. 
And, if for use he may not be thine, 
I give him up to use divine ; 
I give my gallant steed to Him, 
From whom my honour and earthly good 
I hold on loan, my soul and blood, 
My breath, and life, and limb.’ 
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FROM DER FREISCHUTZ. 


German Werses from Der HFrelschuts. 


Und ob die Wolke fle verhille, 

Die Sonne bleibt am Hinrmelszelt ; 
G6 waltet dort ein Heil’ger Wile; 

Nicht blindem Bufall dient die Welt ; 
Das Auge, ewig rein und Flar, 
Nimmt aller Wefen liebend wabr. 


Sir mid) wird aud) der Vater forgen, 
Dem Findlid) Herz und Ginn vertraut ; 

Und wir’ died aud) mein Tester Morgen, 
Mief mich fein Vater-Wort als Braut, 

Gein Auge, evig rein und flar, 

Nimmt meiner auch mit Liebe wabr. 
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' THouGH wrapt in clouds, yet still, and still 
The stedfast Sun th’ empyrean sways ; 
There, still prevails a holy Will ; 
’Tis not blind Chance the world obeys ; 
The Eye Eternal, pure, and clear, 
Regards, and holds all Being dear. 


For me too will the Father care, 
Whose heart and soul in Him confide ; 
And though my last of days it were, 
And though He called me to His side, 
His Eye, Eternal, pure, and clear, 
Me too regards, and holds me dear. 


1845. 
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@ld Rome. 


Par. Reaainep. B. IV. 


Tux city, which thou seest, no other deem 
Than great and glorious Rome, queen of the earth, 
So far renowned, and with the spoils enriched 
Of nations. There the Capitol thou seest 
Above the rest lifting his stately head 

On the Tarpeian rock, her citadel 
Impregnable. And there Mount Palatine, 
The imperial palace, compass huge, and high 
The structure, skill of noblest architects, 
With gilded battlements conspicuous far, 
Turrets, and terraces, and glittering spires. 
Many a fair edifice besides, more like 
Houses of gods. .... 


Thou may’st behold, 
Inside and outside both, pillars and roofs, 
Carved work, the hand of famed artificers 
In cedar, marble, ivory, or gold. 
Thence to the gates cast round thine eye, and see 
What conflux issuing forth, or entering in : 
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Tu cave ne credas aliam quam prospicis urbem 
Romulea, rerum domina; que scilicet orbis 
Exuviis predives ovat, numeratque triumphos. 
En ubi rupe tua, Tarpef, domus ipsa Tonantis 
Sustulit insignem prestanti vertice formam ; 
Auratasque arces, et inexpugnabile saxum. 
Deinde Palatinos colles, edesque superbi 
Principis immanemque premunt fastigia molem : 
En turresque apicesque, et propugnacula longis 
Conspicienda viis, et lucida despice tecta. 

Quin splendens haud rara domus, similisque deorum. 


Ecce et marmoreas aurique, eborisque, columnas, 
Celatusque cedro ut ferit ardua sidera vertex, 
Extrorsum introrsumque nitens ; quecunque per urbem 
Artifices dederint monumenta insignia dextre. 

Nec non et portas circumspice, queeque catervam 
Accipiat venientim, et que vomat sedibus undam. 
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MILTON. 


Pretors, pro-consuls to their provinces 
Hasting or on return, in robes of state, 


Lictors and rods, the ensigns of their power, 


Legions and cohorts, turmes of horse and wings, 


Or embassies from regions far remote, 

In various habits, on the Appian Road, 

Or on the /milian, some from farthest South, 
Syene, and, where the shadow both way falls, 
Meroe, Nilotic isle; and, more to West, 

The realm of Bocchus to the blackmoor sea, 
Dusk faces, with white silken turban wreathed. 
All nations now to Rome obedience pay, 

To Rome’s great Emperor, whose wide domain 
In ample territory, wealth, and power, 


Civility of manners, arts, and arms 


And long renown, thou justly may’st prefer. 
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TRANSLATION. 
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En reditus, en regna Duces semota profectos, 
Preetoresque, patris trabea cinctuque Gabino ; 
En comites duros, selleeque insignia virgas. 
Hinc legio, inde cohors; hinc ala, hinc gestat equestres 
Turma virim phaleras: longinque hinc nuntius ore 
Emiliam orator peragit, sive Appia ducat, 
Diversosque habitus, ignotaque jactitat arma. 
Ultima quos Afris domus, aut quos porta Syenes, 
Torrida quos Meroe stagnantisque accola Nili, 
Misit ; ubi radiis Sol desuper instat iniquis : 
Quos Bocchus ditione potens, quos marmora Mauri 
Oceani ; albentem gestat frons furva tiaram. 
Scilicet imperium tumido maris sequore clausum 
Victa reformidat tellus, ac jussa facessit 
Principjs: Ille etenim cunctos tenet: Illius arma 
Preevalida, imperiumque, inconcussasque cohortes 
(Idem armis, idem Ile togé) famamque perennem, 
Mansuetosque virim mores, ingentiaque auri 
Pondera, tu prima neu dedignere corona. 
1831. 
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VERSES ON MARS. 


Mars. 


So, in the painter’s animated frame, 

Where Mars embraces the soft Paphian Dame, 

The little Loves in sport the faulchion wield, 

Or join their strength to heave his ponderous shield ; 
One strokes the plume in Tityon’s gore embrued, 
And one the spear, that reeks with Typhon’s blood ; 
Another’s infant brows the helm sustain : 


He nods his crest and frights the shrieking train. 
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TRANSLATION. 


| Totos énv’ Kai Totov dloyar d8ptpov “Apny 
aructows Coypadw avodpt yeypaupévoy ev Trivaxerowy, 
evre ida trepl yeipe Badev ypvoén Adpodirn: 
tuTOol 5 év0a Kal &vOa Sopu xpaddovew “Epwres, 
dora 1 idt Bapeiay dorrées tnpoo’ exyovaw, 
yyTridas Oxéovres, dryahOpevor vEeoTNTE’ 

| arnrev 6 wev Trrvov AVOpy treTadaypevov aop, 

! Sevrepos ad aridov elye, Tudweos éxirlov aipa, 

yeupt Sé pw xatépeEe’ xdpuv tpiros aire pacivay 
audi aept xpordpoice, veou Tep ovros, EOnxev’ 
Sewov Se veveone: Bor 5 aaBeoros opwpet. 

1831. 
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196 TOPLADY. 
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Wpmn by Augustus Topladp. 


Rock of Ages, rent for me, 

Let me hide myself in Thee ; 

Let the Water and the Blood, 
From Thy riven side which flowed, 
Be of sin the double cure: 


Cleanse me from its guilt and power. 


Not the labours of my hands 
Can fulfil Thy law’s demands ; 
Could my zeal no respite know, 
Could my tears for ever flow, 
All for sin could not atone ; 


Thou must save, and Thou alone. 
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TRANSLATION. 197 


! Jesus, pro me perforatus, 
Condar intra Tuum latus. 
Tu per lympham profluentem, 
Tu per sanguinem tepentem, 
In peccata mi redunda, 
Tolle culpam, sordes munda. 


Coram Te, nec justus forem 
Quamvis toté vi laborem, 
Nec si fide nunquam cesso, 
Fletu stillans indefesso : 
Tibi soli tantum munus; 


Salva me, Salvator unus ! 
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198 TOPLADY. 


Nothing in my hand I bring ; 
Simply to Thy Cross I cling; 
Naked, come to Thee for dress, 
Helpless, look to Thee for grace, 
Foul, I to the Fountain fly ; 


Wash me, Saviour, or I die. 


While I draw this fleeting breath ; 
When my eye-strings break in death ; 


When I soar to worlds unknown, 


See Thee on Thy judgment throne : 
Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 


Let me hide myself in Thee. 
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TRANSLATION. 





Nil in manu mecum fero, 
Sed me versus Crucem gero ; 
Vestimenta nudus oro, 

Opem debilis imploro ; 


Fontem Christi quero immundus, 


ite 


Nisi laves, moribundus. 


Dum hos artus Vita regit ; 
Quando nox sepulchro tegit 5 
Mortuos cum stare jubes, 
Sedens Judex inter nubes ; 


Jesus, pro me perforatus, 


Condar intra Tuum latus. 


Bishop Weber's 
Perses to His itfe. 


IF thou wert by my side, my love, 
How fast would evening fail, 
In green Bengala’s palmy grove, 

Listening the nightingale ! 


If thou, my love, wert by my side, 
My babies at my knee, 
How gaily would our pinnace glide 


O’er Gunga’s mimic sea ! 


I miss thee at the dawning day, 
When, on the deck reclined, 
In careless ease my limbs I lay, 


And woo the cooler wind. 
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TRANSLATION. 
Tu modo dux, tu comes, Uxor, esses, 


Quam daret molles Philomela cantus, 


Palmea ut felix moreretur hora 
Vesperis umbra ! 
Tu modo, ac tecum soboles, paterno 
Pendula amplexu, latus assideres ; 
Suaviter Gunge scaphus auream de- 


scenderet undam. 


Mane, surgenti relevandus aura, 
Dum super cymbe tabulas recumbo, 
Te reluctanti, licet otiosus 


Corde requiram. 





202 HEBER. 


7 
—_ 


I miss thee, when by Gunga’s stream 
My twilight steps I guide; 
But most beneath the lamp’s pale beam 


I miss thee from my side. 


I spread my books, my pencil try, 
The lingering noon to cheer ; 
But miss thy kind approving eye, 

Thy meek attentive ear. 


But when of morn and eve the star 


I feel, though thou art distant far, 


Thy prayers ascend for me. 


Beholds me on my knee, | 








Displicent libri; male penicillis 


Fallitur sstus. 


Rite mi flexis genibus precanti, 
Supplices et Te sociare palmas 
Stella nascentis videt ac diei 


Stella cadentis. 


TRANSLATION. 208 
Vesperé, Gunge prope flumen errans, 
Te petam desiderio fideli ; 
Pallidam Te projiciente noctu 
Lampade flammam 
Cum neque aspectu recreer benigno, 
Nec proba vox accipiatur aure, 








O’er broad Hindostan’s sultry meads, 
O’er bleak Almorah’s hill. 


That course nor Delhi’s kingly gates, 
Nor wild Malwah detain ; 
For sweet the bliss that me awaits 


By yonder western main. 


Thy towers, Bombay, gleam bright they say, 
Across the dark blue sea; 
But ne’er were hearts so light and gay, 


HEBER. 
| 
Then on! Then on! where duty leads, 
My course be onward still ; 
As then shall. meet in thee. 





TRANSLATION. 





Proinde quo virtus jubet ire pergam, 
Almore scandens gelidum cacumen, 
Seu juga Indorum sequar, atque campos 


Sole perustos. 


Dellia, ac regum domus et columne, 
Barbare nec me tenet ora Malve ; 
Dulcius quiddam Hesperius recludit 


Marmore pontus. 


Bombace turres, rutile per equor, 
O diem faustum! O bona fata! quando 
Conjuges, leti manibus reprensis, 


Limen inibunt. 


1859. 
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